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Brutarian talks with the Father of Rockabilly, Carl Perkins 


Brutarian: I've always wanted to ask you about that hesitation at the beginning of your 
recording of “Blue Suede Shoes.’ 
Carl Perkins: ‘It's the only way I knew how to do it. I'll never forget the night I wrote it. 1 
thought it was a nursery rhyme: One for the money/Two for the show/Three to get ready/And 
four To go. I was living in a government project house. I was paying $30 a month for four 
rooms, two upstai down. | took my old guitar that night and played a club, one of the 
e better clubs. In fact, they rented that club. It was Union 
t club that night to have their prom thing, and hired the 
his pair of shoes, and this dude telling this pretty girl, Don't 
down and said, Fool, to myself. ‘Beautiful girl, stupid shoes, 
d that's how the song was born. I went home, and I was 
two o'clock in the morning, and.Lthough, man, talking to a 
pretty girl like th Puy loved those blue suede.skhi Al 
toes out of a brown paper sack. That sack is framé 
my wife is a pack rat. Ive written songs on pa 
write on because the ink just goes everywhe 
didn't own a pair, and I didnt know how to 
thing. Swade is ‘swade. He told her not ta 
money [he sings that remarkable two noté 
it was hooked together, where mine was 
"L got to the point where Id do it just | 
England, and did a radio show, and Dave Edi 
knows every lick that anybody ever did — h 
these two BBC radio specials with me. We g 
for the money, two for the show...’ And he was 
ger than he is. I said, You're not going to play? And ‘he 
Brutarian: You've inspired a couple of generations of roe 
Carl Perkins: lm just really humbled by it. I have trouble digesting things, I dont know 


how to take them. Eric Clapton once told 
me, Man, I heard the lick from "Matchbox" 
and I said "Thats it! That's what I'm going to 
do. I'm going to play." And I said, Boy, what 
happened to my little ‘Matchbox’? You've 
gone off and totally left me. ' 


dont hear it. I never thought I did an 
on the guitar or anything in the bus 
that merited lasting or especially 
some young pickers to say, 1 want í 
like that What I did, and what I do 
just very simple compared to what th 
guys can do. I literally am embarrassed by 
the amount of guitar I play compared to 
them. They do whatever they want to. I do 
alll can. There's a big difference there. 
Brutarian: You put out "The Man and the 
Legend' a couple of years ago, which was 
your first new album in a long time. How'd 


4 


dios? So, thats what happened. 


you come to make it? 

Carl Perkins: This album was produced 
by Stan Vincent, a local New Yorker who's 
done a lot of things. He helped produce 
John Lennon's Double Fantasy album. I got 
a call from him asking me what was I doing. 
And I said that Im 
just sitting down 


in Detroit, Platinum Intern 


ds that you need toda 
well as back in the 50 
t Sun Records. So, | came 
ed with Paul Schaffer, Will 
pinnozza, Huge McCracken, Geof. 
Smalley, Alan Schwartzberg. We p 
all the basic tracks here at the Edison 
recording studios. A great place. I was jus 
on cloud nine being around pickers of this 
caliber. They just absolutely knocked me 

out. I was embarrassed to take my guitar 


out of the case. I didn't do that every day, as 
a matter of fact. They didn't need me. They 
just played wonderfully. 

"We just had a really great time recording 
here, and then Stan Vincent decided, You 
know, I'd bet that if we go down to Nashville 
we could get some other business. He made 
a phone call or two, and then he told me, 
‘Man, Id give anything to get Chet Atkins on 
here. Do you know him? I said, well yeah. 
And I knew what was going to be the next 
thing, Will you call him?’ So, I kind of shiv- 
ered at that, but I thought, well this man is 
going out on a limb for me, so I figured I'd 
call Chet. So 1 called him, and I'm kind of 
stumbling around there, How's the weather 
up there in Nashville? And he says, Carl, 
what do you want me to play on? He was 
ahead of me. I said, Man you dont even 
have to play. Just tune up. Well record you 
tuning. He said, Td love to! So he comes 
over and plays on this thing called Birth of 
Rock and Roll’ He really plays a great guitar 
bridge on there. And he plays on Wild Texas 
Wind, a ballad on there. It's just beautiful, 
his playing. Of course, the world knows 
what Chet is and has been for all of us for 
"The greatness about 


m had alot of jazz 


is probably one of 
ver worked with. 
you into gear, as 
ee. He knows where 
son the players. He 
er sets down. He didnt 
during essions. He stood right there 
and he jumped and he danced like he does 
on the Letterman show. It's part of his play- 
ing. I would think that every once in a while 
it looked like he was going to jump out from 
der his earphones, but that's the way he 
eel it. It inspires the pickers, 
are getting with it 
áre super players. 
pu for inspiration. 


"| painted it with a 
“or rusted wire clippers 
“ket because the tuning keys 
were stripped. I had to try to tune it. 

‘I grew up in a little country town. They 
didn't have a music store. You could buy 


strings at the drug store. I didn't get strings in a way I was heavily influenced by that the way Earl Scruggs does that song. If 
when I needed them. I tied | rhythm and that singing. And I wanted my youre going to do it that way, you might as 
tar strings. Instead of, _ guitar to go (he sings a boogie bass line) so | well hang that thing back on the nail. You're 
down past the thi amy thumb to do that. And my daddy ruining that song. He didnt like what I did. 


— we would listen to the But after it happened I liked that rhythm I 
When I heard Elvis' records, I said, Grand OI Opry every was hearing. It was feel good music. That's 
"Oh, god, I've got to get to Memphis! Saturday night. He was the what I call what I do today. 
j A uf. One to turn the radio on and ‘I didnt realize that there was a boy by 
That's the same music I love to play. off. We didn't have electrici- the name of Elvis who was heavily influ- 


ty, so that battery was saved. enced by the black spiritual music, too. He 
ready to turn that off, it went was on Sun records first. When I heard his 
didn't fool with that radi id, Oh, god, I've got to get to 
ak into the kitchen ar same music I love to 
not very loud, so I r soul, I heard her 
to hear music. | há 
put my ear next uining that 


knot there. 
get to that b 
another note. 
finger up. I didnt 
that tied knot on th 
little style to develoy 
afford strings, there was would sit there and 
down there. I could go down abo r I'd figure it out. 1lov 
three frets, go down a string and kick that would find myself : 
baby on up where it would match the little Sunday, after the Q 
ones. So really, it V v ~ 
was out of not 
knowing any bet 
ter. 

"Loved coun 
music. | grew up 
sharecropper's 
son, dad, my olc , 
brother Jay and | 
chopping and 
picking cotton ir 
field with 40 or 5 
blacks singing 
that music. It wa 
up tempo, becaut 
now I know that: 
was a lift for 
them. It wasal 
for me. Not hav 
ing nothing, living 
in a sharecrop 
pers shack, mu: 
is very uplifting 
There was a loto 
blues singing, b 
when that sun 
would hang at 
three or four 
oclock in the 
evening, and you} 
back would be 


oe 


nearly broken 

from dragging 

that old cotton sát! our Ht Playing at the opening of a Jackson, j Me. 

gers bleeding, and the pay you got Tennessee hardware store, early 1950's. ‘I was never happy playing country 

was very very little, just enough to Jay Perkins is on rhythym behind Carl. | music the way | heard it played in Nashville. 

eat on, maybe get you a new pair of It was done just a tad different. It was that 

jeans for school, and that was about it. It would write the first line and I would write little tad, that Sam Phillps told me, 1 had no 

was that way for me and them, too. the second line, and that's how we would idea of putting anybody else on my little 
What happened to Carl Perkins and my learn them. (sings) Tm walkin’ the floor over record label, but when you plugged in your 

music was all really an accident in a way, but — you... And my daddy would say, That ain't guitar and started singing, I saw it right 
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away. Elvis doesnt 
plug in his guitar. Elv 
just strums it. You're | 
picking that thing | 
You're playing like yout 
glad and then youre | 
singing that thing’ 
That was fairly new 
back then, that you 
play your own and 
sing. I wasn't the firs 
by any means, but no 
everyone was doing i 
Brutarian: Buddy 
Holly was doing it. 
Carl Perkins: He 
was about a year afte 
Then it became fash- 
ionable to sing and 
play, too. I don't kno 
I always thought som 
thing suffers. No 
not with every! 
but with me 
to bea son 
itsowna 
ties tow 
spread 
‘em, I wa 
pick em 
youre not 
wasnt. T 
the way I wa 
of what Ive 
Brutarian: 
knotted string that 
That's an old blues tec 
Carl Perkins: | always did, 04 snt 
around any guitar players and I didn't know. 
And didnt listen to blues. There again, my 
daddy clicked that button on and off, and if 
it wasn't country, it wasnt coming in our 
house. If it wasnt coming off of WSM, 
Saturday night, the Grand OI Opry, other 
than that we listen ews at six oclock 


tonight for a 
Little Carrel. I nev get, I must have 
been seven or eight years old, but he was a 
silver haired old black man with long, skinny 
fingers. It didnt feel like he was tired, 
though he worked very hard and he was old, 


So it would smoke anid 
off of us. I would sit 해 
lick. I thought back. 3 
about life. Music firs 
into me. He would sa 
you something, Carrel. 
did learn how to play. But Ti 
away some hours, some lazy 
own front porch with my old guit 
couldnt play out on the radio or nothin like 
that. But it passes time for me. But you can 
make a good living if you learn. There are so 
many boys, and they dont have to pick cot- 
ton. He said, You're young and you love it, 
and you just keep at it’ To sum up him, I 
would say this: That old black man bled into 
this white boy's soul in more ways than one. 
He gave me courage, he gave me inspiration, 
he gave me a little touch of those blues that 
he played. | borrowed it and it was a part of 
my music all my life. When I left Lake 
County, I was 14 years old, and Uncle John 
had passed away. We didn't have much to 
put on his grave, but 1 always managed to 
put something, a flower or something, and 1 


Nice wheels! Sam Phillips hands over the keys to 
a brand new 1956 Cadillac. The reason? ‘Blue 
Suede Shoes" just became a million seller. 
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know right where he is in the ground today. 


t home I heard the Grand OI Opry. 

o hearing black gospel singing 
lds. (he sings a snatch of 
erside, clapping his hands 
ho didnt know the words 
goes back to those days 
age now, I can literally 
tiful sound. If there was 
re that cotton field 

up listening to. 

watch what you say around 
yers. Kids are listening, and 
the more I realize this. As I 
and got a little better, and my 
es, aunts and cousins would come visit 
us, they d say, Get the boy to play his guitar, 
Buck. Tell him to play something. So out 
would come little Carl with his guitar, and I 
could hear some of my uncles say, You'd bet- 
ter watch that boy, Buck. Hes getting bet- 
ter. Man, that's what I needed to hear. 
People that loved me, without knowing it, 
inspired me and built a fire in my little soul. I 
said, ‘That's it. I'm not going to be a share- 
cropper all my life. Whatever I have to do, 
Im going to practice night and day. And I'm 
going to amount to something someday. 
And my older brother Jay, he'd say, You ve 
got no chance of playing on the Grand Ol 
Opry, man. You know that. And I said, 1 will, 
I will" 


Brutarian: Did you ever play the Grand shaped looking bass fiddle that they made, .. you don't sit and listen to rock 


Ol Opry? with two strings on it. Clayton started slap- | You may think you are 
Carl Perkins: | did. After Blue Suede ping on that. So we had the Perkins something. E 
Shoes came out. Their policy then was no Brothers Trio. 

drums on the stage, so I did Blue Suede "Mama wanted us to play in church 

Shoes on stage of the Grand Ol Opry with- said, Mama, were going to st 


out drums. Now, at the Grand Ol Opry 

they've had drums. For a long time they just 
had snare. The guy would just stand there 
and did it, because they used to put pape 
the strings. Bill Carlisle wa 
piece of paper on4h 
snare sount Jo. 
The Line; a 
It sounds li 


We're going to pas 


model. It 
it to Ne 
appropriat 
out and d 
band is goi 
tonight. I há 
to wind up o 
bit. Maybe ro 
going to get up ; 
hosting a party for the ol 
Carl Perkins. 
Brutarian: When di 
first electric guitar 
Carl Perkins: |g 
Harmony solid body f! 
store in Jackson, Tent 
was about 14 years olc 
after we moved from 
moved up to Jackson, w 
and got what they calle 
went to work at a dairy f. 
mattress factory. Things 
better for the Perkins family. We got a 
pretty good car. We had electricity then, 
and mama got a refrigerator. We had all 
the ice we wanted to eat, and penny 
drinks to make popsicles and I got my 
first electric guitar with a little bitty 
Fender amplifier I called “one lung.” Then 
Jay started playing rhythm and 1 was 
doing what they called pickin out then, I 
was playing lead. We got our little brother 
Clayton interested in a bass fiddle. There 
werent any electric basses. Then, some- 
body had one of these homemade, egg- 


The Perkins Brothers - Jay, Carl 
and Clayton. 1954. 


faster, they'd 


Carl and Sun Records owner Sam 
Phillips show off Carl's gold record for 
Blue Suede Shoes. 


weren't where the good times 
were. People would leave those 
places. Man, this is too slow. 

s go hear those Perkins boys. They're 

e. It was alittle different. It got to the 
nt where we were playing four, five 

s a week before we were making 

ds. Long before. It was just that we did 
little different. Nothin’ ever great about 
here's still nothing great about it. It was 
mething people could feel. 

Brutarian: But you were out there blaz- 
ing the trails. It's the difference between 
traveling to Oregon with Lewis and Clark 
and traveling down ga 
Carl Perkins 
never been ashg} 
when they w 
saying we we 
the teenage 
ing about it 
to go. Record 
the devil. I nev 
Brutarian: It 
Carl Perkins: W 
something to do. But you sta 


Some guy We 
some guy wi 
elbow, with his white shirt Falles up would 
say, Hey, you do that again and I'm going to 
mop the floor with you. And they started 
mopping right then. That's all it took. I 
learned, quick, right then, never to quit play- 
ing when that would happen. Fights would 
get bad. More than those two dudes would 
be fighting. People would run and jump 
right in the middle of it. That's the way they 
do. But if I could turn ol one lung up a little 
louder, and we played louder and a little 


picking on it, 


and you'd better watch out. It will bounce 
back in your face. You start telling kids they 
cant listen to such music, and all of a sud- 
den, it becomes a prize. They show you that 
they can listen to it. 

"When you think back, when they were 
the waist up because he 


mg people 
d the jit- 
graceful. 
bad back and 


happen, and 1 know 
e kids leave the house... 
like Blue Suede Shoes for 
instance. When those kids would leave the 
house, mom and dad would slip that record 
on. They learned how to jitterbug after the 
kids left. They were coming to those clubs, 
and they knew how. It wasnt as vigorous, 
and mama didnt flip over daddy's back like 
son and daughter might, but they jitter- 
bugged. They liked it. 
Brutarian: They were probably doing it 
to swing bands ten years earlier. 
Carl Perkins: Youd better believe it. 
And pulling their double bow out with their 
fingers halfway down to their knees and 
turning it loose and letting it roll back to 
their jaws. All ages have had their musical 
things that came, they always have. 
"Someone asked me one time, Carl, when 
do you think rockabilly and rock and roll 
started? And I said, Hey, it was the first 
music that ever was.’ I really believe that. 
Were going to go back to Adam and Miss 
Eve. Now, he had no reason to sing a cheat- 
ing song, because there was nobody for her 
to cheat with. He had no reason to sing the 
blues, because God put him in the Garden of 
Eden, never to work or sweat in his whole 
life. So, there were no blues. He had no rea- 
son to sing the blues. And you know, that 
cat walked around the Garden of Eden 
singing, Oh yeah, hey, hey, all right! The first 
song, I do believe, it had a beat. It was happy, 
it was spirited. There was no reason for it 
not to have a beat. He might have hummed 
her a love tune, but that doesnt last forever. 


Youre talking about 24 hours a day that cat 
was up there. He's going to want to feel 
good. So, my theory is, we didnt start it. It's 
been cultivated and done right byall sorts of 
people like Eric Clapton and the Beatles and 
so many of the great, great sounding, like 


“Someone asked me one time, ‘Carl, 
when do you think rockabilly and 


rock and roll started?’ And I said, Hey, 
it was the first music that ever was.” 


Elvis. Maybe some of us at Sun were lucky 
enough to record it first, but we didnt 
invent it. 
Brutarian: By being in there e 
first, you earned a bit of respec 
one ofthe first people in the Rc 
Hall Of Fame. 

Carl Perkins: People, righ 
search of that music. Rocka 
over really quick. It became ro 
and then, wham, worldwide. R 
a simple form of rock and roll. Mu 
a point that your daddy had to be à d 
or a lawyer to afford the kind of amp yt 
favorite picker was playing through. If you 
didnt have a floor full of switches and 


$50,000 worth of equipment, then forget it. 
You aint going to sound like that dude that 


you love. You cant do it. It seems to be sim- 


plifying itself back to where a four piece 
band just might have a shot at doing it 
again. That would be wonderful. It's got to 
be overpowering to a 
poor boy with a guitar 
and a dream. He had to 
turn to another thing 
because in music, he 
couldnt sound like the 
records that were com- 
in outi in the last seven years. Hopefully, 

a move back to simplicity, let 


new talent coming forth. 
g down what happened, 


know got a little too 


et out of some of the 
p in, youd better grab 
can get very rough, and 
an. You've got to pick it 


roadies and it takes four or five of 
them to get it up on stage. 


hd pick. If that happens, I think 


ot a little too loud and 


ate his own amp, he's in 
oncerned. If youre in a 


ome of the things they got now, 


Brutarian: These days, many bands don't 
go on the road with less than three semis 
full of gear. 


Carl Per hats just 
because sa waste, a 
terrible ent world 
today ts, but I'm 
goingt d five cel 
flashligh làper, blue 
paper and g ät cats on that 
stage pouring it soul and it's com- 


ing out of his fingers onto those strings, and 
his song is coming out from down in his gut, 
gimme that. Gimme that. Let me listen to 
that. Let me feel that. Let me see. The oth- 
ers are all right. I always liked those big 
finned Caddilacs, but if you aint got it, a 

Ford will get you there, too. It aint what you 
got full on, it's, did you get full at supper 
time. After the chewing, what is it? And if 
you get warm, on a cold winter's day, if a log 
did it or a fancy gas stove, any thing more 
than warm is hot, and you're miserable. So, 
if you fill up on beans and taters, like the 
country boy does, he's just as happy when he 
gets full up as he would be if he filled up on a 
porterhouse steak cooked on the world's 
fanciest grill. Musically, it can be done sim- 
ply and it can be done good. 


Edward Lee & John Pelan - The Undisputed Tag-Team Champions of Hardcore Horror Bring You 


“GOON is truly funny and truly nasty with a literally 
kick-ass woman, and a formidable villain, and written 
as if S. Clay Wilson had turned in his pens and easels 
for a typewriter. Sex and violence fans pounce! These 
two guys are masters of the gross-out.” 
— Jack Ketchum author of Off Season, Joyride, 
and The Girl Next Door 


“A raunchy riot of wrastlin’, ringrats, and no-holds- 

barred sex. A must for hardcore fans of over-the- -top 

action, and outrageous thrills.” 

— Lucy Taylor Bram Stoker Award winning author of 
Safety of Unknown Cities 


“GOON is one of those tales that grabs you by the tes- 
tides, bounces you head-first down the stairs, then 


00000 losses you into the gutter. An outrageous 


version of the new ‘noirotica,’ GOON will turn you on 
even as Lee and Pelan are busting a gut gleefully turn- 
ing your stomach.” 

—Stanley Wiater, author of Dark Dreamers 


“Serial murder, the occult, hillbillies, erotica, a malev- 
olent human destruction machine, a mysterious stat- 
vesque blonde bombshell... all set against a back- 
drop of the behind-the-scenes world of professional 
wrestling. “Goon” has it all... What would you get if 
you tossed the WWF and the “X-Files” in a we er, 
aside from way too many capital letters? “Goon” 
..."Goon” cleverly delivers all the dirt that the fans 
aren't privy to. | give it a rarely awarded Chokehold 
AEIOUY!" 

— Lance LeVine publisher Chokehold Magazine 
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Six-foot nine and four-hundred pounds, hailing from 
Paris Unknown, he is the one-man walking gore 
machine of the Deep South Wrestling Conference, and 
fis name is... 


GOON 


But Detective Phillip Straker isn't a wrestling fan. The 
bodies pile up like dirty laundry: sex-obsessed tramps 
used as playthings by some unspeakable creature. 
Straker is determined to solve the rash of mutilation 
murders with trimmings that beggar description. Is it 
just coincidence, or do all the victims have something 
in common? 


SOON 


Investigative reporter Melinda Pierce will do anything to 
find out, b oferi ering herself up as a sexual spittoon in 
order to infiltrate the arcane and lust drenched warrens 
of the backstage of Professional Wrestling. There in mal- 
odorous locker rooms and unsavory motels she partakes 
in carnal forays so gross, so downright nasty they'd 
make a porn star puke. All to track down... 


ODONI 


This er juggernaut, this masked rack of guts, mus- 
de, and d mayhem . Is Goon just a wrestler gone 
insane? Or is he something hideously worse? Relentless 
as a Texas Death-Match GOON is a no-holds-barred 
festival of body slams and insatiable orgy, of pile-dri- 
vers and wid teks 06065, of neck-breakers, drop- 
kicks, and more blo M and guts than a fish- market 
floor... It just might leave you down for the count. 


407-033-0453 


choose to do something that were scared to — then I'll be in tonight. To pull up in a limou- 
do, but the greatest Ive ever known were sine in New York City with the spotlight on 
nervous wrecks before a show. It's after yu who? That lil ol southern country boy who 
get out there and 


once that power It aint what you lost in life, its what 


starts coming at you've got left. That's the attitude I have 
you from the I had to. Was I gonna quit? If Ijust had 
audience, and a nubbin of a thumb, I'd tune it to open E 


youre throwing | and play. I had to play, one way or another. 
it back to them 


something sets 
up. Only God knows what it is. [know when is still that same fellow. 


going to do H 


Have You Bee j 601 it happens. A peace falls over you, over "See, flesh and blood and bone dont 

got them in the wrong Key." Home On The them. They've accepted you, you love them. ^ change, attitudes and feelings .. I'd like to see 
Range was so damned high, Bill Monroe You're happy. Alot of that is not sweat more humbleness in our business. 1d like 
couldnt have gotten it. That was my debut that's coming off of me. It's tears, and for more entertainers to say, Wait a minute. 
to the entertainment world, and they always has been. When that sets up, I have A lot of this has been luck. I'd like for them 


laughed at me at school. I started to slide a no fear in me. 
little bit. I just got scared. I got them in the Brutarian: These days, when people 


window and look at that car 
hose people 


A MAU Mu WAS IIIS Y 7 v ARG ica, who 


e facto- 


ups. I hada 
JC€onnor and the New 
ishvillé Cats, Restless, that was a 
onster playing thing. 1 had a song on 
orge Straits Living It Up triple plat- 
um album last year, called A Man On 
s Own. I wrote it in 1965, drunk. I'd 
otten about it. They heard the tune. 
arian: Fortunately, your publisher 


wrong key and was 
too scared to stop 
and say Hey, I got 

it wrong and I 
want to do it right. You all deserve me doing 
the best I can” I should have, but I didn't. 

But as time went on, I picked up a little 
nerve. Then I found out that if you took a 
few drinks, that would suffice. Then a few 
drinks got to be a bottle. Then a bottle 
would last not all day. I would be drinking 
too much by show time. This is what you 
fall into by leaning on a substance to give away the fear I second | put it on the stereo, 1 said Holy 
you courage. This happens so much in the as I was in fourth gra gosh yeah. Now 1 remember when I wrote 
entertainment field. | dont know why we mean, you dont get in any higher cotton that. 
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The Man in Black and the Boy from 
Tennessee. Johnny Cash and Carl 
backstage with a fan in England, 1968. 


rkins: Thats right. He pitched it 

nd he cut it just about the way | 

emo. They called and congratulat- 

my George Strait cut. I said, 

the name of the cut? They said, "A 
His Own.” I said, You've got the 

number. | aint got that song; They 

, You do, Carl. We listened to it. It's your 

temo. They Fed-Exed me the demo. The 


that rubber ball. l'd go to sleep and wake up 
and squeeze that rubber ball. I cant 
straighten my pinkie, but guitar players tell 
me play as good now as I ever did. Which 
says that I never did play very good, if what I 
did with four I can do with three. Plus you 
learn to turn it up a little bit. A little bit 
louder can cover up the devil. 

Brutarian: A lot of people dont use their 


ia year or 
ids are 


“Luck, love; o many things came togeth- 
er. I have a wonderful family. Four children, 
nine grandchildren, a woman who loves me 


“Its been the songs, and play wi and has been with me for 39 years. The 
it's been luck. It's been luck Two legends. Chuck Berry gers. It aint what good lord knew that Carl Perkins needed 
for me. And it's been luck and Carl Perkins in 1986. you lose in life, it's love around him to make his life happen for 
for Axl Rose or any of these what you've got left. him. I guess when my two brothers, one got 
dudes. Dont tell me that you're almighty That's the attitude I have, I've had it for a killed in a car wreck in 56, I lost the other 12 
and that you ve come up with something. long time. I had to. Was I gonna quit? If I years later, and that was our family. I was 
People did it for you. A lot of people come just had a nubbin of a thumb, I'd tune it to the only one left. Mom and Dad were gone. 
up with something every day. The greatest open E and play. I had to play, 


come out of the one way or another. Carl with Wynonna and Naomi Judd 

e on his front "You pick up from where you together in 1991 for a telethon for the 
So don't get knocked down. I squeezed Center for the Prevention of Child Abuse. 
no one is 


guitar player never 
woods. Or h 


baby in 
There is nó 

ple doing the Same 
Brutarian: What 
pinkie? 

Carl Perkins: That was cut ina fan, in 
1964. I call that my Hank Williams finger. 
Its dead. The inside of that one is, the end 
of the third one is cut off. I was ina cast f 
eight weeks. 1 had been to England the fir 
time. That's when I met the Beatles, in 196 
I came back to America, and I was playing 
for the then Governor of Tennessee, who 
was seeking re-election. | went around to 
some poor-house yards and they had a tr 
er with a big electric fan that didn't have 
guard on it. Somebody plugged it up whil 
was playing. | took my guitar off and stuc 
my hand in it. Just ruined my hand, but I 


ag va different way, 
ppened to your 


But, as my family died away, I had another 
had love around me, real, 
iat loved me, not because 
s and I wrote Blue 
ed me because 

ing, or when 

ell fix it. I've man- 
in my home, and 
ärt I've ever known. 


one there, but it honestly means more to 
Carl Perkins, to have been all these years to 
this day, when I walk on my grass across my 
yard, I'm the man. It's a wonderful feeling to 
have my four children, my woman and my 
grandchildren say, There he is" Not, Here 
comes Carl Perkins.’ It's that old man that 
loves them and gets down on the floor to 
wrassel with those grandboys today. 
Brutarian: You worked with your sons 
for a lot of years. 

Carl Perkins: They're still with me. 
They're talented boys. They really are. They 
have a studio at my house today, putting 
down new demos. Since the cancer hap- 
pened and we came off the road, we've been 
doing a lot of writing. I call my publishing 
company the Perkins Song Factory. 
Hopefully, you'll be seeing some songs by 
other artists. I know I've sent Harrison a 
couple of things. There's a boy by the nam 


of Vince Gill who's getting hot in the country 


field. I sent him a couple of songs. 
"Because of my health condition, and 
because we couldnt get on the road, | was 
forced to turn into my little studio, and we 
have been really doing a lot of writing. How 
good the songs are, time will tell. The public 
will make that decision with their record 
buying. I'm ve í what I'm doing 
and I'm real fI 
have to ge 
They've bé 


Band. 
Carl Perk 
in the making, I 
and bass on stage, bu 
youngest son, Greg — I dont like to hear the 
old man brag on his children, and I'm not. 
I'm proud of them — his wife, for the last 
seven or eight years, has given him a musi- 
cal instrument for Christmas, and | 
swear to you, he has learned to play 

it by next Christmas. He plays saxo- 
phone, whatever the damned instru- s: 
ment is, by the next Christmas, he 
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plays it. And I dont mean he plays at it. He's 
the type of dude that just lays with it. He 
started playing the piano when his feet 
couldnt reach the pedal. I have pictures of 
him, 8mm film with no sound of him bare- 
foot, with his feet dangling down, just sit- 
ting at that piano, just going to town. He'd 


set on the floor watching me play the guitar, 


turn his upside down and he plays it that 
way. He plays left-handed with the guitar 
strung right-handed. It was like looking in a 
mirror watching me. And he plays it well. 
Brutarian: A lot of people play it that 
way, particularly self taught blues guys like 
the Gales Brothers and Albert King. 

Carl Perkins: That's what Greg has 
done. But hes even handed. He throws 
right handed, casts a rod and reel right 
handed, swings a gold club right handed. 
Picks up and instrument left handed. He's 
such a talented boy. He plays a lot of instru- 
ments well. Needless to say, they make me 
mighty happy. If it all ended today, Carl 


it in sometimes, it's still worth it. 
Once you connect with an audi- 
ence, theres not enough money 
that can replace that thrill. You 
and your music are providing 
something that words cant. 


It takes words to a song and the sound of 
a guitar and pickers coming together to 
make that happen on stage. It's the greatest 
place in the world to be. Once you walk off, 
walk off sober, go on sober, and then you go 
on to your dressing room or your bus and 
watch them as they file out leaving, and you 
know you gave them every ounce you had. 
That's a wonderful feeling. L| 
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RECENTLY READ A COM- 

MENT THAT SO-CALLED 

ALTERNATIVE MUSIC "HAS 

ENTERED ITS JOURNEY 
YEARS." | LAUGHED, BUT WON- 
DERED WHY IT HAD TAKEN SO 
LONG FOR SOMEONE WITH A 
GLOSSY NATIONAL FORUM TO GET 
AROUND TO SAYING THIS. IF THAT 
MOST BLOATED, DULL, AND 
HISTRIONIC EXAMPLE OF ALL THE 
BLOATED, DULL, AND HISTRIONIC 
ARENA ACTS FROM THE EARLY 
‘SOS IS NOW THE QUINTESSENCE 
OF THE ALBATROSS AROUND THE 
INDUSTRY'S NECK, THEN "ALTER- 
NATIVE" HAS INARGUABLY BECOME 
THE MISNOMER IT WAS ALWAYS 
DESTINED TO BE. 


The occasional exception still glimmers 
through — the proverbial diamonds in the goat's 
ass — but by and large, in their haste to strip- 
mine the sonic landscape, corporate execs have 
chewed up and spit out so much marginal talent 
that their uninspired efforts are beginning to col- 


14 


lapse under their own weight....and pardon all 
the mixed metaphors. Turn on the radio. Turn 
on MTV. Hear those suburban Yanks aping 
snotty British accents, and faux-angst victims 
with musical educations no broader than their 
R.E.M. collections? Most of them you won't be 
hearing from for very long. Most of them you'll 
never miss. 

Glut relief is never far away, but does 
require more effort than the average A&R rep 
and FM programmer are hoping you'll expend. 
Not surprisingly, the same as with cinema, 
most of the more challenging and 
adventurous deviations from the 
mainstream norm are coming 
from domestic independents, 
and from abroad. 

Which brings us to 
Cold Meat Industry. 

Cold Meat Industry 
was founded in 1987 as 
a pioneering conduit for 
a variety of dark 
Scandinavian industrial 
music. The logo on its 
releases is a photo of a 
white-coated abattoir tech- 
nician inspecting sides of 
meas ae a beef. Asa 
label, and as a philosophical 
clearing house, they're not fuck- 
ing around. 


Ambient soundscapes. Haunting elegies. 
Dark liturgies. Flesh-scouring sonic assault. The 
music by the rowing stable of CMI artists is so 
anathemic in form and content to American pop- 
format sensibilities that, should Hootie and the 
Blowfish drop by the label's offices, somebody 
that night in Linkóping, Sweden will be eating 
boulllaboisss 

Example? The typical Mortiis CD consists 
of two long, complex, orchestrally-constructed 
movements. Try sug- 
gesting Mel to a hit- 
single-hungry Copitol 
Records A&R rep; but 
stand back when that 
forehead vein blows. 
Which will probably 
give way even before 
y mention the spo- 
en Norwegian lyrics, 
the misanthropy, and 
the artist's quest for 
personal godhood. 

Implicitly or 
overtly, much of the 
CMI ouevre has a dis- 
tinct religious feel and 
influence about it, be 
it pagan in most 
cases, Satanic in one 
or two, or in the 
case of Mental Destruction, apocalyp- 
tically Christian. Bands like Black 
Sabbath and Venom once made 
careers out of pretending to 
shill for darker lords, and 
why not? It made for snap- 
py theater. But in Cold 
Meat Industry what you'll 
find is a coalition of artists 
whose music is an expres- 
sion of some very pas- 
sionately held beliefs 
about the world, the spir- 
it, humanity, and compet- 
ing theologies. So what 
CMI founder and artist 
Roger Karmanik does is put 
forth the music and the mes- 
sages, and let the listener sort 
‘em out. 


Nowhere is this approach more controver- 
sial than in CMI’s involvement with members and 
descendants of the infamous Norwegian black 
metal scene. In recent years, an ideological war 
of sorts has been waged in Norway, with musi- 
cians as the guidin Black lights, as those disen- 
chanted with orthodoxy seek to not only resurrect 
the paganism of their Viking ancestors, but 
eradicate the Christianity that conquered it. 
Which is a simplification, of course; nothing’s 


ever that cut-and-dried. But what this revisionist 
nationalism has fostered is a scene so fanatical 
and sporadically violent that, were it occurring 
on our shores, the likes of Pat Buchanan and 
Donald Wildmon would be yelping for the decla- 
ration of a national state of emergency. If you 
want details, I’d suggest hunting down the 
February 1996 issue of Spin, with a feature 
story by Suicide Blonde author Darcey Steinke. 
Fascinating stuff, regardless of where you fall on 
the issue. 

Now, if such extremism just isn't for you, 
fear not. Despite that overall air of disgruntle- 
ment with all things stemming from ancient Judea 
and Vatican City, Cold Meat Industry is nothing 
if not varied in its offerings. Much of the music is 
quite beautiful, more suitable for quiet contem- 
plation on a rainy afternoon, than for a mid- 
night church-burning. Some of it is rather 
sensual. And some of it you can even dance to. 


15 


The future looks dark at Cold Meat Industry, but it’s a good dark. At 
least a couple of the acts are now exploring video art, although as yet 
nothing is available. As well, two side-labels have recently been 
launched: Death Factory, for non-Scandinavian industrial; and 
Cruel Moon, to encompass a dark-folk, occult perspective, 
and whose first few releases will come from American 
artists. 
Since CMI is distributed in the States by 
Projekt/Darkwave, you can try your luck at your 
im local record store, but don't be surprised if Sam 
| Goody and Blockbuster still leave you wanting. 
Indie stores are a better bet — there's usually a 
fair-to-good CMI stock at my favorite shop in St. 
m Louis. 
But your best bet may be the mails. At 
least two outlets come well-supplied: 
Darkwave, the mail order arm of Projekt; 
and Soleilmoon, which, like Projekt, is also 
a fine independent label. The catalogs of 
both feature a lot of other excellent indie 
labels, as well. Invest a measly stamp or 
two, or squirt some e-mail at: 


SOLEILMOON RECORDINGS 

O. Box 63296 o 
AND, OR 97283-0296 | 
LEGAOL.COM 00 


And now for some choice cuts of Cold Meat: 


Raison d'étre. If idle hands are the devil's work- 
shop, then Peter Andersson is no doubt CMI's least 
likely to notice. Solo, he also records for Cold Meat 
as Atomine Elektrine, and has at least 2 other side pro- 
© jects elsewhere, making 
him Sweden's equiv- 
alent of Al Jourgensen, 
with Raison d'étre his 
tees d i Ministry. Any comparison 
w ends there, however, as the 
music of Raison d'être is fraught with 
mystery and beauty and a distinct sense of the sacred. 
e, that is, if you prefer your holy ground abandoned. 
On Prospectus |, he uses a well-orchestrated array of 


synths, loops, samples, church bells, original chants, and 


more, to evoke a brooding rangu and desolation. It’s 
not without menace, as occasional clattering echoes seem 
to come from just around the corner; and in “Ascension de 


Profundis,” a not-quite-subliminal voice underlies the music 
and would appear to be a nuclear plant spokesman apply- 
ing spin control after a radioactive gas release. Enthraled 


by the Wind of Lonelienes (yes, that's the way 
it's spelled) largely foregos the factory-as-cathe- 
dral ambience and offers a more introspective 
and existential/spiritual air overall. If the 
Christian God is dead, then look no further for 
the requiem. Newest release Within the Depths 
of Silence and Phormations continues the sublime 
and morose excellence. 


In Slaughter Natives. This is another one-man 
show from start to finish in the form of Jouni 
Havukainen, and what a frightshow it is, too, 
gothic in the original sense al the word, mean- 
ing it has nothing to do with black lipstick. In 
Slaughter Natives discs come off like the sound- 
tracks to the coolest horror films never made, 
and with tracks bearing such titles as "Angel 


Meat" and "Koprofagi Christi,” it's not hard to 
guess where Havukainen's allegiances lie. 
Compositions surge ahead with a bombastic, 
even militant, power, as if the legions of Hell 
are amassing for the final showdown; or build 
oppressively in the air, as if you've awakened 
there yourself and are wandering around taking 
in the sights. Both Enter Now the World and its 
followup Sacrosancts Bleed utilize this approach, 
although the latter goes heavier on the noisy clat- 
ter and industrial aesthetic. Also available on 
the Staalplaat label: the eponymously titled In 
Slaughter Natives (a rerelease of an early CMI 
tape, with extra tracks), and the new Purgate 


My Stain. 


Mental Destruction. Christian industrial — an 
oxymoron? Not anymore. Heavy Christian 
industrial from 3 babyfaced Swedes. God hasn’t 
sounded this pissed off since the Old Testament. 
The Intensity of Darkness throbs, hums, and 
pulses along with various machinelike sounds 
while more chaotic rhythms bludgeon you with 
metallic tones, like iron boilers and sheet titani- 
um bein 
pounde 
until they 
buckle. It 
reminds 
me a bit of 
early SPK. 
Vocals are 
in English, 
but are so 
thick with 
distortion, 
yowling, 
n stran- 

ulation 
that if you 
didn’t know bet- 
ter, you'd swear 
it was about the 
end of the world. Oh, wait, that's the way the 
Bible ends, isn't it? Their newest, Straw, thick- 
ens the density even more, and concludes with 
"September Warning," so massive that they 
sound more like Skinny Puppy than Skinny Puppy 
does, which comes at an opportune time. Gee, 


you don't suppose God A Rider isa mind. 
Also available: When Madness Strikes. 


Mortiis. Already mentioned above, Mortiis is sive province of B.J. Nilsen, who never sounds 
reportedly the only member of the Norwegian quite the same each time out. This Crying Age is 
black metal band Emperor who isn't in ‘ail, and primarily ambient industrial, its 4 m qucd 
exhibits a tendency to show up for photo sessions on place and atmosphere than melody, loose 
wearing full goblin prosthetics, indudiina pointy collages of sound suggestive of wanderin 
ears, booked nose, and spade chin. Atleast! through the haunted relics of a lon ad factory 
hope it's makeup. Musically he’s more town. Future archaeology, with duc The 
Wagnerian neo-classicist than shrieking demon, Goddess Who Could Make the Ugly World - 
turning synthesizers into a richly textured sym- Beautiful is big on drones of various types 
phony that resounds with a daik sweeping opening with a looped fuzz guitar rift while 
stealthy drums weave a spell throughout. 
Other tracks drive themselves with a 
restless, relentless energy; or seem to 
drift in from a smoggy umber haze, 
never quite static, while snippets of sub- 
tle ici de float tantalizingly past, like 
things you're not really supposed to 
meee Also available Spindrift. 


Penitent. On this duo’s debut, 
Melancholia, Beastus Rex is credited 


with “mad pony declamations” and 
Azgoth with everything else. Like 


Mortiis, they opt for an orchestral 
lf sari and succeed quite well, 
although you'd be unlikely to mistake 


one for the other. With 8 tracks to 
Mortiis’ usual 2, pieces are obviously 
shorter, and the arrangements more 
compact. String synths abound, with 
frequent haunt- 


majesty. 

His first CMI 
à release, 
Anden som gjorde opprør, features a pair of 
suites, lasting 20 minutes each, that thunder 
with drama and grandeur in one motif, then 
whisper with hushed awe the next. Melancholy 
and inspiring at the same time. Keiser av en 
dimension utjent clocks in even longer. On 
other labels: Født til à herske, Crypt of the 
Wizard, and side projects Fata Morgana and 
Vond. 


Morthound. One of the more mutable inhabi- 
tants of the CMI stable, Morthound is the exclu- 


ingly delicate piano melodies, and the poetry 


declaimed in both Norwegian and English. 
Overall, a lush depiction of wandering through 
Norway’s forests on a misty day, contemplating 
Dow in the end we're all doomed. Razor option- 
al. 
Brighter Death Now. This is one of the record- 
ing identities of CMI founder Roger Karmanik, 
and his recent Necrose Evangelicum could be the 
soundtrack to the worst nightmares you've ever 
had, plumbing the forbid depths of what he 
calls “death-ambient.” The disc roars to a start 
with “Wilful,” a continual deep rumble overlaid 
with a rhythmic, explosion-like pounding, while 
a monstrous inhuman voice bellows in agony, or 
something worse. Elsewhere, “Rain, Red Rain” 
works itself under your skin with piercing needles 
of discordant noise. An eerie, periodic moan- 
ing abounds throughout the disc, and unintelli- 
ible voices seem to come at you from odd 
direcion, like from the 215 far ends of 
intersecting hallways. Mortiis guests on synth on 
the closing title track, an elegiac piece that 
evokes a fauo, apocalyptic sorrow, and is 


shot through with what 
appear to be excerpts 
from police statements on 
a group ritual killing. All 
told, unnerving in the 
extreme, and of all the 
unnerving discs I’ve com- 
piled over the years, this 
is the one I'd least recom- 
mend for mixing with, 
ahem, self-prescribed 
psychoactives. Also 
available: the dual-disc 
Great Death box set, if 
ou’re lucky enough to 
find it; n as Lille 
Roger, Golden Showers. 


Ordo Equilibrio. Not to 
be confused with Projekt's 
Ordo Equitum Solis, who 
would be better compan- 
5 ions for celebrating a sol- 
stice, although not nearly 
as much fun at a leather & fetish party. Reaping 
the Fallen...the First Harvest alternates between 
gloomy atmospheric instrumentals, and gloomy 
acoustic guitar-based songs whose English lyrics 
are less sung than recited. Often entrancing and 
occasionally sexual ("Safe Sane and 


; along to the lash of a whip), 
Equilibrio evokes an erotic 
ath stark November trees. 
"release The Triumph of 
hirteen Shadows of Love finds 
eir sound even further, as gently 
is mysteriously ritualistic. Great 
y afternoons, in or out of the bed- 


h artists like Mortiis and Penitent, 

e next two, CMI continues to 
territories that can't by any stretch of 
tion be regarded as "industrial." 
mplaint, mind. Just broadens the 
cana are a male/female Swedish 
videnced by their full-length debut 
f Reason, wouldn't huh ia at all 
playing alongside the Dead Can 
veral years ago. Theirs is a realm of 

and bittersweet sorrows, more 
medical than slavishly trying to 
Lush instrumentals, solemn vocals, 
tions. Very winning. 


ther duo, both males this time, 
s been declared clinically insane 


(based on the pictures, bet | can gu 

one), which makes Let Us Lead a gen 
art brót experience. Puissance view t 
with considerably jaundiced eyes, ad 
extinction on a mass scale pe | ickin 


ceedings with a track called “Burn the E 
Most a the disc resounds with the power ai 
fury of an orchestra at full throttle, string 

choirs alike shrieking toward our planeta 
Ragnarok. "March of the Puissant” jackb 
along to a battery of rat-a-tatting snare d 


Turning thogemple of god 


ISN'T THAT NICE... THEY'RE BURI 
- MZ.412'S ALBUM BURNING TH 


ly) along for 10 minutes or so before really start- 
ing to cook, only to lapse back into ambience 
again. The whole disc feels that way, frequent 
build-ups to a storm that never quite breaks. Evil 
mood music. The followup, Burning the Temple 
of God, is a quantum leap nt incorporat- 
ing more of a black metal influence and benefit- 
ting from greater focus and energy. MZ.412 are 
more than a little cartoonish in their rhetoric and 
photo posturing, but there's an undeniable sav- 
age potency here, including one track with a 
human bone drum pounding the rhythm, and a 
frenzied guitar number with the creepiest voice 
l've ever Heard emitting from my speakers, 
which | suspect might've been achieved without 
the usual studio distortion. Viewers of the British- 


made/HBO-aired documentary By Satan 
dialogue sam- 


Possessed will recognize a lot of 


ples on both discs. Definitely an 
acquired taste, but probably useful for 
clearing a room of unwanted weaklings. 


And, finally, on CMI's new sub- 
labels: 


Valefor. Count this one as a misstep for 
Death Factory. Valefor is an American 
| duo whose Death Magick consists mainly 

of caustic drones. And that's it. Comes 
off like the most static parts of MZ.412's 
In Nomine Dei disc. Some occasionally 
interesting atmospherics, but otherwise 
useful only if you can’t stand silence. 


In Blind Embrace. And count this one as 
Death Factory's total redemption. IBE are 
comprised of two-thirds of Controlled 
Bleeding. But not the same pair who 
have recorded as Skin Chamber. 
Collectively and configuratively, these 
New Yorkers have recorded under more 
names than | can keep track of. On Songs 

| from the Shadows, Paul Lemos and Joe Papa 

team up for what is arguably the best release 

ever to come from their camp, following in the 
sad, sacral vein of CB’s Golgotha. Joe Papa’s 
vocals have a richly monastic quality about them 
that nevertheless doesn’t negate the frequently 
dour nature of the lyrics. Instrumentally, the 
canvas is as broad as the night is dark. In the 
22-minute opus “Slow Shadows” alone, they 
travel from floating ambience to space music 
synths to propulsive sequencers that recall the 
heyday of Tangerine Dream. Goth icon Rozz 
Williams Rina hes guest vocals between the slow 
poundings of the oedipally creepy “Mother.” 
Songs from the Shadows is a highly varied yet 
cohesive achievement made even greater by the 
sum of its disparate parts. 


Proscriptor. The Venus Bellona is the first release 


on Cruel Moon, CMI's outlet for dark 


medieval/occult folk. 115 safe to call this a concept album. Liner notes 
make mention of ancestral Scottish customs and folklore, with the 
whole disc evidently a collection of tales about Proscriptor 
McGovern’s past lives. Starting in 1269. | think. Oh hell, just 
read the notes yourself. With 21 pieces spread over 50 min- 
utes, no idea here really gets explored to death. And 
there are a lot of ideas: Hymns. March cadence bag- 
pipes. Acoustic guitar interludes. Magickal conjura- 
tions. The return of the Mellotron! Jazzy freeform 
flute squalling. An actual rock & roll tune. 
Interesting. But you won't come away humming 


anything. 


This hardly constitutes complete cov- 
erage, with other CMI artists we haven’t 
gotten to yet, and the label’s most recent 
newsletter (in actuality, a great booklet 
full of all kinds of information) promises 
more signees still to come. 
For the curious but unconverted, 
Cold Meat Industry has so far released 2 
sampler discs: The Karmanik Collection 
and ...and even wolves hid their teeth. 
Both are well-arranged in their own 
right, and showcase the full CMI spec- 
trum of sound and fury and deviant phi- 
losophy. 
For those with WWW access, 
ou can also investigate further by visit- 


” ing the CMI web page at the address: 


7 -e2jovi3/ cmi/cmi.html 


- Here you'll not only find CMI news and 
updates, you can also ogle Sl of the 


atmospheric artwork that graces the releas- 


es, and download excerpts from a number 
of the tracks themselves. 


It should come as no surprise to anyone 
capable of generating an EEG reading that some 
CMI artists — as well as distributors — have taken 
flak for some of the beliefs espoused through the 
music. To all offended opposition: tou 


h titty. In an 
F 670 characterized by don't-ask-don't-tell ihidhness and 
the countermanding of artistic decisions by focus group con- 
sensus; ata time when Time-Warner chooses to ud its hands 
of Interscope Records while conservative breast-beaters pour the 


tepid water....independents like Cold Meat Industry deserve support 
for providing safe haven for the frin 


ge of the cultural fabric. 


And the soundtrack while we watch it fray. m 
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Since her enlightened 1982 debut, The Litanies of 
Satan, spiritually haunted composer/instrumentalist/ 
political activist/performance artist Diamanda Galas 
has released several audacious albums. Expressing 
inner turmoil, fear, and horror, ably abetted by her 
demonic, operatic caterwauls and dramatic a cappella 
shrieks they provocatively convey the dark, bleak 
underside of life. 

Dismayed by the AIDS related death of her brother, 
Galas became obsessively involved with finding med- 
ical cures for obscure diseases afflicting modern soci- 
ety's so-called ‘undesirables.’ Her harrowing Plague 
Mass was recorded at New York's Cathedral of St. 
John in *91 to draw attention to this obsession and 
coming as it did after such bizarre, radical departures 
as The Divine Punishment, Saint of the Pit, and 
Masque of the Red Death, Diamanda suddenly found 
herself as something of a spokesperson for the rock 
avant-garde. 


BRUTARIAN: Your recent a cappella project, the operatic Schrei X, 


has an unbridled passion that seems so personal in its nightmarish 


intensity. 


GALAS: For me, it's an emotional release. My Greek culture is not 
particularly docile ov quiet. It's loud, designed for screaming to the 
gods. | believe part of the Turkish and Greek vocabulary is about 
extremes. It's just the way it is. It's the flashy extroverts with exag- 
gerated movements of the hands while they talk. It's like opera in the 
Italian tradition. It's not this living room thing. It's transformative. Not 
many people in America understand real Middle Eastern culture. In 
“America, there ís this belief Athens, Greece is the center of bomb 
aHacks. But why should | believe their ill-conceived, stereotypical 


ridiculousness. My music is extremism. 


There's a combination of working on 
g 


integrating text and vocals. 


BRUTARIAN: you've been 


compaved to perhaps the great- 
est ever, Maria Callas. Are 
you a fan of hers? Are there 


others whom you admire? 


GALAS: It's kind and gener- 


ous to be compared to Maria 
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caes. But | think she'd be shocked if she saw my performances - unless she 
knew what to expect before going to see one. But it's surely a compliment to even 
be compared to her. | do have some favorite singers, like Aretha Franklin, who at 
80 years old will be able to sing beter than anyone singing now. And Pati 
Waters did this great LP with Sonny Murray when he was still relevant. She did 
“Black Was The Color Of My True Love's Hain” And by the end of the song, 
she sang the word ‘black’ 600 different ways. | love Screaming Jay Hawkins, too. 
But he's not taken seriously. 

He's seen as this witch doctor with a voodoo voice. | wrote a leHer to his manag- 
ev, telling him Hawkins should play a Steinway piano in front of a Carnegie Hall 
audience to be taken seriously. Instead, he's playing at the Lone Star Cafe, which 
isa cruddy place for such a marvelous singer to perform. The crowd there thinks 
of him as a freak. Asa performer, | believe you shouldn't sell yourself for anything. 
On my forthcoming album, | recorded the Supremes’ “My World ls Empty Without 
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You.” On tour, | try to take that song to another 


place. | always loved Diana f2oss' voice and 
the songs and arrangements Motown would 
give her. They had such great chord pro- 
gressions. Then there's 
Phil Spector, who was 
interested in Wagner's 
basic chord progressions. In fact, by 
the standards of alternative musicians, 
his chord progressions seem complex. 
There are lots of socalled “alter jj=§ Mo 
native musicians” that should, 


quite frankly, for lack of a better ` | I consider 


term, geta life. | consider alternative rock beer 


drinking fraternity music. alternative rock 
BRUTARIAN: Ave there any comparisons to be beer drinking 


made between your extreme, avant-garde vocal 


exercises and Yoko Ono's? fraternity 


GALAS: Nah! lm a freak out of the sky and | can MUSLC, 


actually sing. 


BRUTARIAN: Ave you pissed off at all at the conservative trendiness in America 
presently? 


GALAS: | understand how Bill Clinton and his Republican opposition could be very 
conservative. l've become very suspicious of government guys. As for Clinton, | 
didn't vote in the last election. | think an underground, grass roots movement 
should get it together and gain strength. But it's curious to see the people you 
meet who think they're radicals. | mean, alternative, jazz, and classical musicians 


I've met think they're radicals, but they've not. The music world is actually so con- 
E ¥ = 


servative. | like to 
be on my own 
rock. There are 
some very good 
writers and some 
good publications 
covering music, 
too. Buta lot of 
jazz writers would 
rather accept 
Wynton Marsalis 
than take an inter- 
est in the future. 
They'd rather 
write about 
Casandra Wilson. 
She plays gor- 
geous music but 
it's nota depar- 
tuve. lt seems the 
crowd and musi- 
cians are behind 
the times and 
happy to stay 
there. What's the 
point of reiterating 
an exper ience 
when you could 
instead discover 
something that's 
new and exciting 
and develop from 


within. 


BRUTARIAN: 
Which people do 


you find intriguing 


and innovative? 


GALAS: | think D». Kervorkian is the sexiest man in 
America. He's actually an ¡Armenian brother since l'm 
Greek. | have copies of his paintings and they are total- 
ly radical. | love him. | also like Sonic 
Youth. They're a great band and | have 
respect for Kim Gordon, especially on a business 
level. She's a strong artist who handles herself well. | 
enjoy Joan Osborne's voice, but when she dread- 
fully sings “What if God was one of us?" , she's 
cleavly being 


sandblasted by someone else's vision. But her 


song “Sister Theresa” is beautifully sung. 


BRUTARIAN: Your take on Celine 
Dion's “Falling Into You” winning 
Grammy for Album of the Vear? 


GALAS: Celine Dion has her tongue 
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So far up Whitney Houston's ass it's ridiculous. She ripped off her 
entire sound and made it worse. Any other artist with less industry 


credibility would have been sued. 


BRUTARIAN: Will you contin- 


ue to provide eerie sound- 


sénpés for ple Cardinal O'Connor 
GALAS: | started doing stuff 

with Wes Craven. He thought nt should have 

| was dead, but | was actually 0 
living in Paris for awhile. Wes anal sex and gwe 


called me and we did vocal 


de A [| 
effects as he smoked cigars. anal birth. 
After that, there was a 


Dracula film that used some of 


my songs, such as “Deliver 
Me.” | like the horror film industry. We have a mutual respect. 
There's some German composers that did orchestral scores which 
grew out of Stravinsky's works. They had an avant-surrealistic edge 
I'd call intravenal sound. | grew up listening to all those soundtracks. 
Then there's Bernard Hermann, a German composer who did the 
“Cape Fear” and “Psycho” scores, which | enjoy more than his regu- 
lar works. He did “Sisters” for Brian De Palma, too. l'Il continue to 


explore film works. 


BRUTARIAN: | know you have spiritual beliefs, but do 


you have any serious religious affiliations? 


GALAS: | don't have any real deep religious affilia- 
tions, though lam Greek Orthodox. | quite agree that 


much like ancient Greeks and Italian pagans, religion 


is irrelevant to our concerns. What interests me is how 
the Greek Orthodox church transferred the names of 
gods. There is this matriarchal circle of singing 
groups who are called to do funerals. They believe 
when a person dies, they could sit by the grave 
and speak to the dead. But the patriarchs 


GALAS: That was fuckin' great - h 


finally ate his words. He was goin 


| s waking the dead. But 
€ point. They believe you 


Reverend Al Sharpton isa 
| piss him off! 


-minded, manipulative televi- 


like to see them die in two fiery 


fear, which of course, is coun- 
+ women. Some women are 


hes because they think they 


inning men getting fucked up 


g + Ta for calling people 


fags on stage. He said so many terrible things that gays felt they had to protect 
themselves. ¡And for some strange reason, straight men always think gays are 


after them. How absurd. 


BRUTARIAN: Do you feel today's youths are so frightened of AIDS spreading 
that they enjoy sex less than Baby Boomers did in the '70s.and early *80s? 


GALAS: They should wear condoms and not be so upset. They think people in 
their 40s may be afflicted with AIDS so they are reluctant to experiment. 


BRUTARIAN: Do you feel the medical community hasn't done enough to truly 
combat AIDS? 


GALAS: Most of the research has been done by people afflicted with the HIV 
virus. They had to deal with it and have been the opportunists involved with geHing 
the disease controlled. They have to deal with their own problems to extend life. 
When you leave it up to the doctors, you're not getting what you pay for. | have 
Hepatitis C and need treatment protocol. There needs to be a one-on-one direc- 
tive because people who take charge will stay around longer. A girlfriend of mine 
gets alternative therapy. It's a combination treatment. | have files of research on 
treatment for lethal diseases. People think the AIDS epidemic 

is not as important as other medical concerns because gays ^ 
are attached to it. Even if they mobilize and show their 


power, the government thinks it's a disease 


preying on undesirables. It's the same with 
breast cancer. Some doctors believe it's pos- 
sible that certain women will inherently develop can- 


cer. They believe in this crazy idea that women 
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should have their breasts removed before a problem occurs. Well, that's like say- 
ing boys should have their balls removed at fifteen years old so they don't get tes- 
ticular cancer later on. It's insane. From personal experience, l've seen doctors 
give antacids when they know alivera and other things don't hurt you. But they 
have this strange policy not to tell certain things. Their best friends are each other. 
| may have to take serious treatment for the hepatitis C virus but wait months to get 
effective medicine with the least side affects to build my immune system. People 


have to go out of this country to get treatment. | need to 


be accepted in certain protocols to be part of a 
study. It's a nightmare. But the Community 
Research Initiative (C.R2.l.2A.) and the DAAIR 
ive gathering research which will help afflicted 
people boost immune systems. | don't think it's 
a conspiracy, it's just poor education, | think 
it's like the midwife concept of delivering chil- 
dren. Doctors used to convince people to think 
they were witches. People have to think for 


themselves. |_| 
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by Ariel Hart 


Adult 


Industry 
Armageddon 


It was bound to happen. 

Everyone knew that. It was not 

a question of "if but the 

inevitable “when.” In the past, there had 

been rumors that it already had happened 

but they were never actually proven. The very 

idea of AIDS in the porn industry is nightmar- 
ish, yet not unthinkable. 

In 1993, six performers (Nicole London, 
Leena, Tina Tyler, Tony Tedeschi, Steve 
Hatcher and Jonathan Morgan) were quaran- 
tined (read that “blacklisted”) because of sex- 
ual contact with newcomer Carrie Morgan 
who tested HIV positive and promptly disap- 
peared from the scene. No one knows Ms. 
Morgan's whereabouts to date, but the six 
actors in question eventually received nega- 
tive test results. For the past two years, 
Tedeschi has worked only wearing a condom. 
More recently, in 1995, French cream puff 
Barbara Doll reportedly tested positive. There 
was a two-week moratorium on all shooting 
until Doll’s subsequent tests came back nega- 
tive. She soon retired and quickly vamoosed, 
never to be heard from again. 


Then, on the high heels this year's jizz biz cover 
story entitled “The Business of Porn” in the ultra- 
straight mag U.S. News € World Report, it was 
revealed that the infamous John “Buttman” Stagliano, 


| HAVE YOU gie: HAD A REALLY BiG ONE? 


Porn actor Tom Morgan with starlet 
K.C. Williams in the porn flick 
Bigger. Morgan and 6 others were 
involved in the 1993 AIDS fiasco 


grand pooh-bah of "Evil Angel 
Productions," was HIV-positive. 
Suddenly, the entire porn facto- 
ry ground to a deafening halt. 
The supposed culprit? Blonde, 
anal-orgy queen Nena Cherry. 
Speculations are that she proba- 
bly contracted the virus some- 
time last September. Since 
then, Cherry's tested positive 
more than seven times and 
worked with ("fucked") countless 
people. “I never meant to hurt 
nobody,” she said. "It's such a 
dangerous business. They're 
playing Russian roulette. The 
new girls are like bunny rabbits 
in the forest." Cherry also 
hoped the industry would “wake 
up and see this as a message.” 

Fat chance. 

Way back in 1990, I wrote an 
article for the “Fast Forward” 
column in the October issue of 
Hustler’s Erotic Video Guide 
called “The Safe-Sex Dilemma.” 
As someone who made a living 
“in the trenches” of the porn 
industry and not, as performer 
Jerry Butler often pointed out to 
me, “on the front line,” I began 


to feel a little guilty 
about the people who 
risked their lives hav- 
ing unprotected sex in 
front of the camera for 
my benefit. I was 
_ | eking out a meager 

| existence writing erotic 
scripts where actors 
and actresses did 
things I told them to, 
things I never did (i.e. 
have condomless 

| klatches) in my private 
life. I was getting paid 

| and so were they, but 

| they were doing some- 
thing far more danger- 
ous. 

The high-risk aspect of the 
adult video business bothered 
me a great deal. Performers 
knowingly, willingly took 
chances with their health 
because the powers that be in 
the industry deemed that "safe- 
sex" movies wouldn't sell. The 
European market adamantly 
refused to buy any films which 
included rubbers plus had a 
penchant for anal sex besides. 
The American market seemed to 
be composed of HIV fearing 
voyeurs who craved condomless 
sex on video- 
tape because 
they couldn't 
have it in real 
life. Adult 
industry 
execs belly- 
ached that 
they couldn't 
make money 
on AIDS-safe 
fuckflicks. 

"Safe-sex" 
simply wasn't | 
sexy in their 
eyes. 


Well, I begged to differ. In the 
EVG article, I tried to say that 
we had to care. This was an 
industry which turned known 
heroin addicts into super star- 
lets, providing they looked good 
on a box cover and could sell tit- 
illating tapes. When a performer 
voiced valid health concerns, 
they were immediately labeled as 
"difficult." When a man said he 
would only work using condoms, 
he essentially retired. When a 
woman said she would only do 
girl-girl sex, her star power sud- 
denly took a nose-dive. I said 
this had to change. I said that 
as carnal consumers, we had to 
make a stand. 

I was aware that my strong 
opinions would ruffle a few 
feathers but I was totally unpre- 
pared for the mini print war that 
erupted between myself and 
another writer Jody Davis. He 
wrote an acidic rebuttal to my 
article entitled “Risky Business” 
in EVG’s February 1990 “Fast 
Forward.” Davis accused me of 
calling porn watchers “callous 
bastards” and swore that I want- 
ed “the adult industry to slap a 
rubber on every stiff dick in the 
business.” 


John Stagliano, 
A.K.A. "Buttman", 
and anal orgy 
queen Nena Cherry. 
Both performers 
tested HIV positive. 


One of Stagliano's 
'Buttman" features. 
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Davis likened porn performers 
to Hollywood stunt men; both 
willingly adopted careers they 
knew were high-risk. That's 
true up to a point. While stunt 
dudes are aware there's a 
remote chance a helicopter blade 
might decapitate them, the dan- 
ger of exchanging infected body 


carnal Cassandra. The 
end is near. The virus 


| has struck. It could have 


been prevented. The 
stringent HIV testing pro- 
cedures employed in the 
biz were merely a smoke 
screen. I mean, 
insisting that 
performers sport 
card-carrying 
negative test 


| results is all well 

| and good—until someone 
| comes up positive after 

| fucking God knows how 


many people. Then what? 
I'll tell you what. 
Young, beautiful people 
die because fat, old men 
want to make as much 
money as possible. 
Bigger tits. More liposuc- 
tion. Blonder blondes. 
More 300 guy on one girl 
orgies. Why? Because 
that’s what they say the 
public wants. 


While stunt men are aware there’s a remote chance a helicopter 
blade might decapitate them, the danger of exchanging infected 
body fluids with hundreds of questionable people is reduced 
considerably by the simple act of putting a sock on your cock. 


fluids with hundreds of ques- 
tionable people is reduced con- 
siderably by the simple act of 
putting a sock on your cock. In 
his rebuttal to my rebuttal, 
Davis went on to say, “If you feel 
respect for onscreen exhibition- 
ists, that’s your business, but 
don’t try to make them out as 
martyrs, philanthropists or pub- 
lic servants who warrant our 
gratitude and respect—or any 
other special consideration 

... Wake up and smell the coffee, 
Ariel.” 

Whoa. Jody missed the point 
completely. Some people just 
don’t get it. And never will. 

So, seven years later, here 
I am, like some kind of crazy, 


To date, the only video 
company that strongly 
encourages the use of 
condoms in all their sex 
scenes is Vivid Video. 

They've been doing it for 

years and are one of the most 
successful, if not the richest 
porn empire in the land. 
Director Candida Royalle was 
also a much-rebuked condom 
crusader but is still going strong 
with her compelling, character- 
driven erotic sagas. They said it 
couldn't be done, yet Royalle's 
Femme Distribution made a 
name for themselves on only a 
handful of dirty ditties before 
she snagged a sweet deal with 
the folks who bring you the 


Slow Dancing, an 
example of one of 
Vivid Video's "safe 

sex" efforts, starring 
Hyapatia Lee 


"Adam & Eve" catalogue. 

So, you see, it can be done. 
The question is, does anyone 
want to do it? Does anyone 
care? Ask John C. Holmes. The 
"colon cancer" that killed him in 
1988 was really AIDS. Ask John | 
Stagliano. Ask Kristina St. 
James who took a tumble with 
Stagliano before his test results 
came in. Ask Nena Cherry. Ask 
the next one and the one after 
that. 

Now, ask yourself. ¥ 


Tears scorch her porcelain white face with the severity 

of a madonna's, but Margarita can no longer taste them, nor waste 
the time to wipe them away from her quivering lips. Her hands 
clutch the cold, moist sides of the toilet's rear basin as she 
focuses her attention on a discolored blotch on the wall. 

Standing over the open bowl, knees bent, legs spread 

unnaturally wide, Margarita cries. And waits. And cries. The pain 
begins below the pit of her belly, running back and forth on her 
spine to scrape ultimately behind her eyes like a rat trying 

madly to escape. It's too late for prayers, yet pray she must to 
keep from blacking out as she waits for thickly clotted blood and 
unformed tissue to drop from between her slender, trembling legs. 
“Dios te Salve Maria, Llena heres de gracia el senor es 
contigo...." 

The teenager's body is a palsied depository of warm liquids 

and cold moistures as tears linger, then stickily mix, with fresh 
sweat. Margarita throws back her head to try to fling off the 

long black hair falling repeatedly over her face like a torn and 
itchy hood. Her recent breakfast of Twinkies and a bowl of 
Captain Crunch cereal, threatening to spray up through her 
tightly clenched lips, reminds the frail young Latino she mustn't 
look down when it's over. 

If it’s ever going to be over. 

No matter what she hears or feels, she knows she has to 

flush the toilet before she can open her eyes again. She can look 
down only after...after it’s gone. 

Gone from her life. Out of any life. 

The last convulsion grabs up inside like heated pliers, 

then abruptly releases with the unmistakable sensation of flesh 
being torn from her body. Margarita bites into her lower lip 

until she tastes blood as a mass of lumpy fluids suddenly voids 
and splashes loudly into the open bowl. Her legs still shaking 
violently, she blindly flushes the silver colored handle a dozen 
times before somehow pushing herself away from the unending, rust 
stained swirl. 

Nearly falling, she grabs an unused white towel from the 

neat pile kept beneath the sink. Margarita hurriedly rolls it 

into a cocoon and thrusts it beneath her dripping thighs like a 
diaper. Leaning against the plastic clothes hamper for support, 


she reaches out to turn on the cold water tap. With her right 

e hand pressing the towel more firmly between her legs, Margarita 

\ À l a fe Y splashes the soothing water against the upper half of her body. 
The soiled cotton nightgown clings like a soaked dishrag as 


she quickly turns her head and glances back. The terrified girl 
moans in despair even before she can focus her vision, smelling 
the fresh blood lingering in the air. 

Yet the toilet bowl is finally silent, its cleansing waters 

no longer disturbed. She starts to make the sign of the cross, 
then stops herself before it's complete. 

Margarita knows she should take a scorching hot bath 


illustra tions by immediately, but first must get out of the same room where such 


an unforgivably sacrilegious act has just been performed. If she 
Pat Reddin had any friends in this strange land, they would tell her she 
: E should first rest, try to get some sleep, then maybe she’d be 

able to face the world again. What was more important, she could 
finally explain to Junior why she had been acting so strangely 
these past several weeks. 

Yet just the slightest suggestion she might be encinta 

had him smash his way out their basement apartment in a 


speechless rage a full three days ago. 
Three empty nights ago. 


The towel still between her legs, Margarita slowly moves out 
of the bathroom. Wipes the lingering tears with the back 
of one hand, trying desperately not to think of what she has done 
to keep the man she loves more than life itself. 

Junior has to come back soon. Not only did the owner of this 
welfare hotel accept them as a married couple, he was willing 

to employ them both as a housekeeper and assistant maintenance 
man. But she doesnít think Mr. Gonski will accept another day of 
her being away from work, while her ihusbandi has supposedly 
gone off to visit a very sick relative. The few skills they have 

to offer are far from unique, though Margarita suspects from the 
unsettling way Mr. Gonski smiles that, if they ever complain, he 
has more in mind for her than bending over to clean toilets or 
scrub floors. 

Green cards are a luxury neither can yet afford. 

Sitting on the edge of a chair in the combined kitchen and 
living room area, Margarita takes a deep breath and slowly 
removes the towel. Spreading her thin legs wide, she hesitates at 
examining herself any further. The bleeding seems to have 
stopped, and she whispers another prayer that tonight there won't 
be any more stained sheets. At least she no longer has to hide 
the symptoms of morning sickness from her man. 

If the subject is brought up at the right moment, she hopes 
Junior might take to the free health clinic always mentioned on 
the radio station which broadcasts in their native language. 

When he returns. 

If he returns. 

Shedding the sticky nightgown like a useless second skin, 
Margarita fills a deep pan with warm water from the Kitchen sink. 
Finding a clean sponge near a tray of unwashed dishes, she 
whimpers quietly and gives herself an improvised bath. She just 
can't go back into that room until more time has passed. The 
stabbing pains inside her belly finally subside. Pressing an open 
palm between her unnaturally tender breasts, her heart beats so 
feebly she imagines it was also flushed away. 

Shuddering, Margarita wonders what she might have done to 
her soul by not giving another eternal soul a chance to live. 

The washing completed, she drops the sponge on the formica 
top table next to the bloody towel. Making her way to the 
bedroom, she sits naked on the unmade bed, reassuring herself she 
won't faint as long as she doesn't make any sudden movements. 
Margarita wishes she could stay here forever. Yet one of the 
other hotel employees had warned her last night that if she or 
Junior wasn't seen working today, they'd be back on the streets 
again. A phone call to the Man might be made. Or Mr. Gonski might 
find something else for her to do repeatedly on her hands and 
knees. 

Shuffling along to the single walkin closet, Margarita 
takes from her own side of the metal rod the blue housekeeper's 
uniform she must wear. It is permanently discolored along the 
hem, while the lacy trimmings at the collar and cuff have been 
crudely picked at and discarded like wings from a captured bird. 
But just as long as the uniformand the person who wears itare 
relatively clean and neat, Mr. Gonski is satisfied. He has more 
important items to spend his money on than merely the people in his 
hotel. 

Putting on a Stayfree sanitary pad and two pairs 
of faded cotton panties, Margarita then slips 
the uniform over her head and ties the 
attached apron sash behind her slim waist. 

Finding the matching sneakers beneath a chair, 
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she dons them, then turns to regard herself in the peeling bureau 
mirror. Combing back her long shiny hair, she applies blusher to 
disguise how pale her light brown 

skin appears, then bright scarlet lipstick to her 

colorless slash of a mouth. 

She wonders who the young clown is staring back at her 

with the cheap, painted smile. 

Closing her eyes to suffocate the emerging tears, Margarita 

has never felt this alone in her entire fifteen years of 

existence. Her hands shaking, she closes the bedroom door behind 
her. From a magnetic holder near the gas stove, she takes the set 
of keys which would open the necessary doors throughout the 
Blodgett Hotel. She then leaves the cramped little apartment without 
looking behind her, nearly forgetting to lock the front 

door in her growing desire to get out, to get away. 

Not that there is anywhere where she can run to hide. 

Yet as she arrives at the maintenance closet on the first 

floor to obtain her equipment cart, the lovely young Mexican is 
struck by how unusually quiet the building is. Then she 
remembers the holiday, what the radio had reported about the 
festivities; the big parade downtown. There are no signs of the 
other housekeepers, even though their cleaning carts are still 
here. Perhaps they were given the day off? 

Someone has to be on duty at the front desk. Plus the 

two old cabrones who, as the hotel's "security," should 

still be making their rounds. If they weren't already passed out 
drunk on the roof themselves. Yet someone will report her 
activities or lack of same to Mr. Gonski, of that she has no 
illusions. 

While checking the contents of her multishelved metal cart, 
Margarita heads for the nearby service elevator. According to the 
schedule, the main tasks today will be to go to the rooms”the 
apartments"and check on the fresh linen and toiletries 

available to each tenant. No one would be the wiser if she went 
through the motions of checking only a few rooms on each floor. 
Regardless, she has to spend a few hours at her job, in order 

to be seen so that a favorable report can be made to her boss. 
What happens with her otherwise unnoteworthy life tomorrow is yet 
another hardship currently not worth even considering. 

The gray metal doors of the service elevator pull themselves 
apart and wait silently to suck her in. 
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Margarita knocks at the door of Room 504, receives no 

answer, then unlocks it and cautiously walks in. Although she has 
been working here nearly three months, the unkempt and filthy 
condition of more than a few of the abodes still repulses her. 
The reek of vomit and unwashed, soiled clothing in some of the 
socalled “apartments” is enough to make her gag just thinking of 
their origins. She touches only what she must and nothing more. 
A sixtysecond check of the linen shelves in the bathroom 
indicates that 504 doesn’t need her services today. As she’s 
closing the door behind her, an unexpected sound issues faintly 
from the bathroom. She stops to listen for a moment. Her mother 
had eight children; as the third born, Margarita can never forget 
the only source of such a heart-piercing sound. 

From the lungs and throat and mouth of a newborn bebe. 

“A Dios mio....” Margarita can’t bring herself to go 

in there againnot after what had happened this morning in her 
own squalid little bathroom. 

Leaning against the outer wall, she places a fluttering 
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hand against her bosom and waits for the thundering heartbeats to 
stop hurting. Waiting, too, for the awful, maddening sound to 
begin again. But all she hears is the coarse rasping of her own 
shallow breathing. 

Margarita swallows dryly, closes her eyes for a few 

peaceful seconds. Why, it’s only natural she should have babies 
clogging her thoughts todayBebes muertos. 

Dead babies. 

A moment later she is charging down the hallway like someone 
who’s heard a dozen smoke alarms go off. She knows she must keep 
moving. To always carry the knowledge of what she has done to 
her unborn child is a sin she isn't yet prepared to eternally 
suffer. The dull, throbbing pain returns; the girl clutches her 
belly, her other hand grasping the side of the cart for support. 

Her mouth makes weak, meaningless sounds, uncomfortably 
similar to those she has just heard. And ignored. 

Margarita blinks her eyes rapidly to keep the tears under 
control. The teenager isn't sure if she should be pleased or 
worried that she's seen no one on her rounds. The empty, silent 
corridors don't appear to have heard the sound of footsteps or 
voices for many years. 

Maybe for longer than sheís even been alive. 

Looking down their length as she turns a corner, she 

cannot avoid the sensation of some subtle warping of the walls, 
the high ceiling. The doors appear unevenly matched in size and 
dimension. The frayed carpeting stretches unendingly like a 
diseased tongue, the material stained and threadbare. Like the 
service elevator, these closed doors are hungry mouths waiting to 
be opened. Waiting to be fed. 

Margarita abruptly stops the cart's roll outside Room 515. 

She listens there for a few moments after knocking to 
see if anyone is inside. Silencio. 

Taking a deep breath, she unlocks it and steps inside, 
leaving the door wide. She moves quickly through 515. Checks 
the linen shelves in the bathroom and efficiently deals with the 
items that must be replaced. Does not think; just does. 

Silencio. 

Leaves Room 515. Carefully locks the scarred door as if 
she's never going to return there. 

The thought is permitted only after she's gone around the 
corner: no noises came from the bathroom. No old foundation 
settling. No rusty pipes shrieking. Eso es bueno. The same 
situation is repeated for the next three floors, where Margarita 
checks a total of nine rooms. If it werenít for the holiday, she 
doubts so many of the rooms wouldíve been unoccupied. Thereís no 
one to accidentally disturb getting drunk or shooting up or 
routinely molesting a neighborís child. 

Chewing nervously at her thumb, Margarita shuffles along a 
corridor which is a drab, empty twin to the previous one. And the 
one before that. And the one before that. 

Surely someone who matters will see her before she collapses 
from nervous exhaustion! 

Arms aching, she drops off bundles of sheets and towels in 

four further rooms before unlocking 208. On a few occasions, she 
has met the young family of six who presently resides here. 

Like everyone else they have apparently gone outside to watch the 
parades. 

The quiet surrounding her becomes increasingly 

unsettling, like the dead air just before a massive thunderstorm. 
Placing her hand on the doorknob to shut the door after the 
routine is once again completed, Margarita hears something. In the 


bathroom. 
She doesn't dare listen, but can't help hear— 

Cries. 
Just like a newborn baby's crying for attention. Yet so loud 
it's as if the very walls are pleading to be heard by someone who gives a damn. 

*Dios mio ayudame! A Dios mio!" she screams back, violently clutching the 
doorknob like she might somehow use it to turn off 
what she's hearing all around her. 

As if triggered by the pitiful cries, Margarita is stricken 
by a new wave of cramps rising up inside her belly. The intense 
wails make it difficult for her to think clearly; they virtually 
rise and fall with the rhythm of her own heartbeats. Gasping, she 
rushes from 208 and slams the door shut with a force which 
startles her. But before she can move far enough away, the young 
woman overhears the old toilet flushing, gurgling unnaturally 
loud and long. Cleansing and swirling sounds. 

Swirling and drowning. 

Drowning. 
Then the cries are no more. 
Too nauseous to return the cart to the floor station, 

Margarita finds herself equally afraid to take the service 
elevator. Hands pressed against her damp forehead, she considers 
all the countless secrets within the rooms of this crumbling 
welfare hotel. Memories which are so intense and painful that 
they can never be swept away, lingering like the rectangular 
traces of the framed paintings that once hung in the barren 
hallways. Forgotten paintings of peaceful, beautiful places she 
will probably never visit or ever even realize she has missed. 

Crazily, Margarita recalls how, when she first arrived here, 
a free goldfish was given her and Junior at a local pet store 
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opening. The tiny creature had died right after she had 
brought it back in the water filled sandwich bag. And no one 
had thought anything the matter as the beautiful, shiny little 
life was unceremoniously flushed away. 
Hotel bathrooms possess their own dirty secrets which no 
want wants to remember. Now the traces of their sins are finally 
calling out, though no one wants to hear. 
Almost no one... 
Twisting a handkerchief around sweating hands, Margarita 
listens fitfully to the sobs issuing faintly from Room 110. 
And from Room 114. And from Room— 
Dear Jesus, doesnít anyone hear them? 
Worse, thereís something wrong in the way the cries come— 
as if from mouths which arenít yet fully formed somehow. Just a 
fleshy, tiny hole. She spins in a circle like an expiring top as 
the wailing grows louder still, as if from some stolen boombox 
thoughtlessly turned up to the max. 
Stifling a scream, Margarita runs to the end of the hall, 
down two flights of stairs to the basement, and finally towards 
the sanctuary of her own silent apartment. The lighting is out 
again over one section of the stairwell, forcing her to hold out 
her arms to grope along the wall. On this lower level, the 
handrails broke off years ago and were never replaced. The walls 
are pimply and warm in the dark, like the skin of some exotic 
animal Junior couldn't identify for her when they once visited a zoo. 
One wall feels ready to give away at any instant, its moist 
surface seemingly freshly indented by the pressure from her hot, 
sweating hands. She slips over something soft yet bulky lying in 
a corner where another section of stairs begins. 
The released fetid smell is nearly overpowering. Momentarily 
losing her balance, Margarita falls against the darkened wall. 
The skin scrapes off her fingers with the sensation of removing a 
glove lined with dull razors while the unseen object had 
vaguely felt like some stuffed animal as it gives way under her trembling 
foot. Another discarded plaything, left to rot where no one will notice or 
bother to go after. 
As she finally reaches the fire door, her sneaker slides 
across a substance as warm and slimy as the inner walls. She 
tells herself it's only some drunk's fresh vomit as the heavy 
metal door opens sluggishly; its weight almost too great to force 
in her weakened condition. The reinforced glass window in its center 
is blacked out with dirt and grime, but at least Margarita 
knows the apartment is waiting for her on the other side. 
The door slowly pulls open with a rusty screechsounding 
too much like her own voice should she lose all control and start 
screaming again. Then, at last, she's through. 
And the smell of fresh blood and new flesh is everywhere, as 
if casually spilled from a smashed childrenís pinata. 
Rushing blindly into the apartment, Margarita lurches toward 
the bedroom and collapses on the still unmade bed. No bad odors. 
No queer noises here. After a few minutes she senses she is 
safe, if still terribly alone. Simply too much to ask that her 
Junior might be waiting for her to return to him. Then the 
thought begins to slowly creep into her mind that he 
just might never come back... 
Shooting pains stab her upper legs wheshe 
tries to get off the bed to relieve herself as she 
starts to feel the urge. 
~~ Biting her lower lip, Margarita can only lie 
quietly and pray that the pain won’t worsen. She 
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reaches up to pull a lumpy pillow under her head. Flat on her back, 
the pain subsides slightly when she spreads out her legs. She doesn't 


dare touch herself, even though her underwear is soaked through; the sticky 


wetness seeping deep into the uniform. She knows she should bathe 
somehow, but it's so hard just to keep her pale brown eyes open. 

A huge plastic crucifix looks down at her from over the 
headboard of the bed, seeming to share her suddenly renewed 
agony. Weeping silently for her and no one else in the world. 
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Hours must have passed. A different kind of dull ache 
reminds the girl she must use the toilet or stain the sheets once 
more. At least the hot needles in her belly have departed. 

Pulling herself up, she considers using the employees' restroom 
on the first floor. But with limbs as stiff as the bed, she can't 
possibly make it in time. No matter what, she must go back to her 
own. 

"Estaba sonando, solamente sonando," she whispers over 
and over to try to reassure herself. Hoping desperately that, 
when he does return, Junior will take her to the free clinic just 
to make sure everything is all right inside her. 

He has to come back! Junior has to or she'll 

Margarita’s head jerks around as she hear sudden noises 
from right outside the bedroom. Curled on the edge of the bed, 
she’s unable yet to recognize them, even as they’re obviously 
increasing in both intensity and number. One sound, however, is 
unmistakablethe toilet repeatedly flushing. 

Juniorhas he finally come home? Or is it just the cold rusty water 
giving back its unwanted wastes? Her ninetypound body 
shudders violently as she starts to weep uncontrollably 

again. Weeping for everyone and everything she as lost. 

Margarita realizes she must of course still be sleeping. 

This guilty imagining of sounds which several unborn infants 
would make if gathering together in a brood. Why, she can even 
clearly visualize their tiny little handshands not yet completely 
formed in their various fetal stagespulling in unison to 
move aside the tremendously heavy bathroom door. Then 
slowly, painfully, crawling across the cracked and warped 
linoleum floor on their way into the adjacent bedroom. 

In the dream, they are leaving behind a trail of bright 
scarlet mucous like a multitude of snails in their search, their 
minute eyes not yet capable of seeing a world which didn't 
want them to be born. Crawling from a moist, filthy blackness. Unable 
to shed tears for those who didn't wish ever to have to see them in return, 
never to acknowledge thateven in this sluglike formthey still exist. 
Could still cry out for another chance at love. Crying until finally 
heard by someone who truly understands 
what it means to be completely undesired, to go on totally 
forsaken and ignored. 

While the drenched, fragile hands complete their task at the 
bedroom door, Margarita's own mouth opens wide to lead the others 
in their unending, wailing chorus. 

Then at last, at long last, she feels the smallest, freshest one grasp 
her bare ankle. Instinctively begin to ascend toward 
her inner thigh. The tears finally stop falling from her eyes. 

“Bienvenida pequena, bienvenida a esta casa,” she says, 
smiling down at them benevolently as the floor is covered in a 
dripping, stinking mixture of red and black and pink. While the others, 
no longer alone and at last no longer crying, sloppily 
slide over one another in fervent search for her open legs. 


Impatiently awaiting a second chance. gm 


OUNTRY 4 
C ea ESTERN 


ARD oF fiecare! 
LANCASTER 
COUNTY PRISON 


“The BEST, most 
hilarious, alcohol -fueled, 
punk-country album 
these ears have ever 
heard... INCREDIBLE!” 

~ Magnet 

ㆍ £ | Goy 
The follow-up CD to their 
critically acclaimed 
eponymous debut album, 
What I Love About America 
features 11 wild sengs inclu- 
ding “Fat, Old, Drunk & Prout" 


Pe ASIA OM wit ite ay) 
M ^ For booking, information, 


jjj or to order CDs direct contact: 
4) e-mail: jearruthers € penguin.com 


Get yer trash-rock fix! The Drags, the 
Fall-Outs, the Galaxy Trio, Gravel, 
Impala, the Insomniacs, Jack O'Fire, 
the Makers, Man Or Astro-Man?, Mono 
Men, the Mortals, the Mummies, the 
Phantom Surfers, Satan Pilgrims, the 
Statics, Supercharger, Teengenerate, 
the Trashwomen, the Untamed Youth 
and loads of cool € hard-to-find non- 
Estrus crap. Free! Estrus Catalog, 
POB 2125, Bellingham, WA 98227. 


Po you know there was a man who sold the Eiffel 
Tower - twice?!? For some odd reason, rather 
than presenting him with an award for creativity, 
the sourpuss French authorities wanted to arrest 
the genius! My question is : Why? 
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Bilking a naive granny out of her pension by pos- 
ing as an accountant - not cool. That's like suck- 
er-punching Ray Charles. r ez 


But three-quarters of the 
AS 


chumps who get burned on 
scams do so out of their own 
greed. And in nearly all such 
instances there is a point - in 
fact, the key to the whole set- 
up - where the mark agrees 
to throw ethics out the win- 
dow in order to reap the 
(non-existent) reward. 
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Isn't the "victim" crying to the 
cops akin to filing a complaint 
against the hit man in your 
employ for merely wounding 
your ex-spouse? The grifter | 
makes moolah in scenarios 
such as the old Pigeon Drop 
routine ONLY because the 
money-grubbing worm quite 
enthusiastically abandons his 
supposed morals to get over 
at everyone else's expense. 
Yet when the tables are 

| turned, Sammy Sucker's 
suddenly a solid citizen? | 
say, when some avaricious 
patsy goes bawling to the 
boys in blue, arrest him for 
felonious intent and backpat 
whomever toasted the turd! 
Oral “Fixation” Roberts can 
CONvince gullible zealots 
God threatened to whack him unless they 
coughed up a million dollars, and do so without a 
single warrant sworn out against him. Exploit 
someone who’s not innocent and they want to 

| give you 20 years at the Steelbar Inn. Again | 

| pose the question: Why? 
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Ask any Indian. Among the longest-running 5110 
operations was one that thrived from the turn of 
the century all the way to the late Sixties . . . and 
was legal to boot. There are still some establish- 
ments around, but the glory days are well over. 
They are known as barber shops. 


2 
ho d 


During the aforementioned years, it was de 
rigueur for the "Well- 
groomed" sap to stop by one 
of these joints every two 
weeks for "a trim" (and a 
peek at the men's magazines 
he was too whipped to bring 
home). Imagine the Stepford 
mentality that would have a 
guy in such abject fear of 
looking a molecule different 
than his template. How 
much could hair grow in two 
stinking weeks, a millimeter? 
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The stoic barber was a mas- 
ter mime, combing and 
recombing, a snip here and 
there, all designed to stretch 
a 30-second procedure into a 
twelve-minute affair. Act II 
near completion, the cutter 
would signal his finale by 
l pirouetting around the 
automaton with a hand mir- 
| ror, showcasing his "work." 
Instinctively, the sucker 
would nod in approval . . . as 
though he could actually see 
the difference made by the 
removal of just about enough 
hair to weave a fly's toupee. 


S. 
eo 


| Never mind how often Yul 
Brynner sauntered through 
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Barbers spent their entire careers performing The 
Emperor's New Clothes, staging dozens of pro- 
ductions daily. And they got to read girlie mags 
during working hours, too! 

A well-executed scam whereby a deserving patsy 
pays the price for greed, status-mongering and/or 
stupidity is a work of art, particularly in cases of 
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D eni scale, e.g. the Eiffel sale. These passion 
plays take ingenuity, precision and boatloads of 
brass. As such, | admire the perpetrators. 


: Conversely, | absolutely loathe flat-out liars. 

| There's no creativity involved; and innocent par- 
ties are on the receiving end. Okay, so l've got a 

| skewed perspective regarding honesty - but at 
least I’m honest about it. 
EXTRAORDINARY INSIGHT: Here's something 

| of extreme importance to the entire family. The 
phrases following "Dear God" in the XTC song of 
the same name - can be replaced with 
“Yabbadabbadabbadoo” and it will fit perfectly 
within the existing rhythm . . . Why is a musician 
said to be "on the piano (etc.)" rather than "at" an 
instrument? And who initiated Hack Rocker 
Cliché #427, introducing band members as 
"Mister (So-And-So)? . . . Speaking of clichés, | 
believe we've all viewed more than enough action 
films which start out with an attack scene that is in 
reality a training session practice run. I’m also 
sick of seeing pics reinvented by shilling review- 
ers as “tongue-in-cheek” or "satire" when they are 
nothing more than failed dramas . . . From the cul- 
ture vampires who have the audacity to bill them- 
selves as “the only 24-hour music network,” 
another stroke of brilliance: The dispensing of 
love advice is left to, gulp, rock stars!?! Next, | 
suppose they'll hire Gary Busey to provide cycle 
safety tips . . . Last issue's layout found yours 
truly sandwiched between porn deity Christy 
Canyon and my gal in Gotham, Missy Hyatt. Ah, 
if only life imitated art . . . Consider how less 
stressful adolescence would be if one's knees 
rather than face broke out . . . A new level in 

i pointlessness (from a medium that thrives on it) 
has to be a recent trend on 11 p.m. newscasts 
whereby, to create a phony sense of urgency, a 
reporter is forced to do a live remote from a site in 

à which nothing is actually occurring. During the 
Dupont murder trial, | saw live footage shot out- 
side the courthouse over seven hours after the 
hearing had adjourned for the day. They may as 
well have stood the reporter in front of goddamn 
Sea World for all the difference it made... 

| Another irritating recent trend has a Seventies 
vintage. | always thought stage names were 

| meant to be easy to remember and roll off the 

| Or at least cash in on famous parents a 


la Jennifer Jason-Leigh. So what's the deal with 

all these new thesps using double last names no i 
one ever heard of? . . . In a similar vein, with the 
exception of Hendrix and one Betzi, it seems vir- i 
tually everyone who goes for a "clever" spelling of 
a standard first name (e.g. Toeknee and Mykull) 
turns out to be annoying. Between this and the 
above gripe, you can guess how I cringe at refer- 
ences to Baywatch mannequin Rebekah Carlton- 
Luff... An ominous sign: At least a half- dozen 
of the summer’s top r&b chart hits were com- 
prised of new lyrics laid down over previous best- 
sellers. Not lifted samples; the whole backing 
track. Hmm, it could be the ideal time to record | 
my dusty libretto to “Jesus Christ, Superfly.” Then 
again, if that fails to chart, there's always "Dear 
John Yabbadabbadabba- doo..." 

HUBBA HUBBA HONEYS: Women's collegiate 
softball players have got to be the homeliest con- 
gregation in sports, so sayeth Stately. | mean, 
when these dames look at a cornfield they cause 
crop damage! Fortunately, the Voyeur's 
Appreciation Factor as it applies to girljocks has 
stepped up several notches lately, due in no small 
part to the influx of tenderonis in tennis. When, 
as witnessed last month, a major city newspaper 
runs an article - photo illustrated, no less - regard- 
ing the tennis tart's panty flashing, you just know 
things are, um, looking up. 

Male athletes have been cashing in on it (and fan- 
boy's latent homosexuality) for decades; so it's 
about time the ladies let their looks ring the regis- 
ters. Hubba Honeydom is based on lack of 
"household name" status, thus succulent-figured 
figure skater Katrina Witt is disqualified. Then, 
mirrors, mirrors, on the Manor Mansion walls (and 
ceilings), who's the finest of them all? Point your 
peepers at voluptuous volleybelle Holly McPeak. 
You claim volleyvimmen are all high in inseam 
and low in bust measurements? Au contraire, 
mein Herr, particularly heavenly Holly. Ms. McP is 
maybe 5'8 with a lower torso hinting at a gymnas- 
tics or ballet background. In addition to the titani- f 
um-toned thighs that elicit sighs, Holly’s higher 
hemisphere is . . . well, let me put it another way: 

| would actually risk going out in sunlight to watch 
Holly volley in the flesh. Yikes, l've never written | 
that about anyone! e 
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E legend Charlie Latou isa 
contradictions She is just as comfortab 


Brutarian: Where did it all begin for Charlie Latour? 
Charlie Latour: | was born and raised in Philadelphia. 
I had a rather typical childhood, went to public schools 


and was lucky to be raised by loving, intelligent parents. 


But being a preacher's daughter did scare the little boys 
away at first. 

Brut: What kind of child were you? 

Latour: Quiet, I suppose. I always did what was 
expected of me. You might say I was a late bloomer. 
Brut: And after you blossomed? 

Latour: Watch out, world! During the sexual revolu- 
tion, I was very patriotic indeed. After high school, 
everything changed for me. 

Brut: In what way? 

Latour: Well, I went to work at a local department 
store and started buying myself provocative clothing. 
My erotic side was starting to emerge. I wanted to con- 
tinue my education, so I began saving money to put 
myself through college. In a year's time, I nad enough 
to attend school in Nebraska. I fucked my brains out 
and also majored in social science and theatre. Then, 
in my junior year, I met 


the man who would soon Mita 


become my husband. 

We were married 
between my junior and 
senior years. 

Brut: Sounds like the 
American dream. 
Latour: Oh, it was...and 
still is. I’m happily mar- 
ried to my college sweet- 
heart. Together, we raise 
our family and lead an 
extremely "normal" life. 
Brut: Is it true your 
husband gave you his 
blessing when you told 
him you wanted to 
appear in adult films? 
Latour: Absolutely. He 
said he would stand 
behind my decision as 
long as I would give 110 
per cent of the effort, 
approach the industry as 
a professional and 
always choose the ethi- 
cal over the expedient 
method to accomplish my goals. 

Brut: Being a preacher's daughter, what did your 
father think of your career choice? 

Latour: My dad was amazingly fair-minded. I remem- 
ber a conversation we had about the adult film indus- 
iry. He asked me just one question: 'Are you good at 
what you do?’ I told him I was. His only concern was 
that I be the best I could at what I did. 

Brut: Do you feel that you have paid your dues in the 
adult film business? 

Latour: And then some. I didn't want to be a flash in 
the pan. I wasn't a bimbo named ‘Bunny’ or ‘Bambi,’ so 


A 
: 


I had to take the longer, harder route. But I think it 
was the more enduring one. 

Brut: It seems so. You've been entertaining audiences 
for almost twenty years. That's quite an accomplish- 
ment. Most starlets are finished before they start. 
Latour: I came close to giving up several times. In the 
beginning of my career, the largest talent agent in the 
industry refused to represent me because he thought I 
wasn't young enough. 

Brut: Young enough for what? 

Latour: That's what I wanted to know. He suggested I 
get my breasts enlarged and dye my hair blonde. 

Brut: I guess you proved him wrong. How many films 
and videos have you done to date? 

Latour: It's not the quantity, but the quality of the 
films that I’m most proud of. Some actresses brag that 
they've made.100 or 200 videos throughout their 
careers, or that they did 40 videos in 3 weeks. But can 
they remember the titles? Do they remember the roles? 
And most of all, does the public remember? As the say- 
ing goes, you're only as good as your last sex scene. 


Charlie Latour and 
Damien Cashmere 
in "Every Body" 


: 
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Brut: In the mid-1980's, the adult film industry moved 
to Los Angeles. Why have you chosen to stay on the 
East Coast? 

Latour: I never accepted the premise that in order to 
be sexy, you had to live in L.A. I grew up here. I like it 
here. I hope I represent the horny, intelligent East 
Coaster. Besides, I'm not an 20-year-old beach bunny. 
I never was, never will be and never wanted to be. 

Brut: So, most of your work has been done in New 
York... 

Latour: And in Europe. 

Brut: Yet, you've managed to work for some of the best 
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Charlie and her "i 
friend Death in 
"Every Body" 


directors in the adult business. Any reflections on one 
of my all-time favorites, Henri Pachard? 

Latour: Pachard is a man whose ‘feel’ for the film 
makes him among the best. I've worked for him many 
times and each time, he gave me an opportunity to act, 
not just fuck on camera. Pachard is also an incredibly 
dirty man who understands that a prerequisite for a 
good erotic film is hard-driving sex. 

Brut: What about Lasse Braun? 

Latour: He's the consummate filmmaker. Braun's 
mind is always two scenes ahead of the one he's shoot- 
ing. He also has an unshaken view of the finished prod- 
uct. In my experience, each director brings his own 
personal perversions to the project. That's what makes 
them talented. It gives me an avenue to express my 
own private fantasies. For that opportunity, I am eter- 
nally grateful. 
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Brut: | think one of your greatest roles was in 
Thunderstorm. 

Latour: I liked that one too. In it, I played an unmar- 
ried schoolteacher who goes through a sort of sexual 
awakening when she meets an uninhibited group of 
people. 

Brut: Then there was Silence of the GAMS. 

Latour: That was a lot of fun to do. I co-produced it 
and had a big hand in writing the script. It's a take-off 
on Silence of the Lambs, but involves a sort of serial 
cummer instead of a serial killer. GAMS stands for 
"Government Agency for Monitoring Sex." And yes, 
there are such agencies in our federal, state and local 
governments. I wanted to stand up for the average 
American who loves sex but wants the government to 
stay our of their bedrooms. Although the story is 
tongue-in-cheek, the anti-censorship message is very 
serious. 

Brut: Your most daring venture to date has to be 
Every Body. 

Latour: It's certainly very different than everything 
else out there. Using the format of the Medieval moral- 
ity play, I echo the sentiments of many women who 
want to regain controls over their lives, especially after 
the loss of a spouse. But be assured, it's uplifting, 
exciting and very hot. We put a lot of care into the 
casting, set building and accurate costumes of the 
period. 

Brut: Name some of the players. 

Latour: You might say it's a Who's-Who of the East 
Coast erotic community. I was lucky to get people like 
Rick Savage, Damien Cashmere, Tasha Voux and Sue 
Nero. I have quite a few hardcore scenes in it—two 
with Damien and one with Sue. In addition to writing 
the script, directing and acting, it was quite a chal- 
lenge. 

Brut: Sounds interesting. 

Latour: Oh, it's more than just interesting. It's pretty 
daring. Just because it's full of thee's and thou's 
doesn't mean it's not raunchy and hot. 

Brut: Do you think Charlie Latour has finally come of 
age? 

Latour: I hope so. But for quite some time, reviewers 
assumed 'Charlie' was a guy. Other times, I was mis- 
credited. On one hand, my name might have slowed me 
down, but on the other hand, it forces people to notice 

me. 

Brut: You're not the kind of performer who disappears 
into the woodwork. You were called 'sensational in 
Confessions of a Middle-Aged Nympho. 

Latour: An unfortunate title but a very nasty movie. I 
made it back in 1986 and to this day, people are still 
talking about it. 

Brut: One thing that's safe to say about Charlie Latour 
is that she definitely has an erotic presence. Once you 
see her in a video, you never forget her. How did you 
create such an unforgettable name? 

Latour: That was the tricky part. Latour came pretty 
easily. When my husband and I were traveling, we dis- 
covered a wonderful little wine shop owned by an elderly 
French couple. We became friendly with them and had 


a fantastic conversation about wine. Soon, we 
were watching a magical sunset together. The 
woman kept remarking about how I looked like 
her as a young lady. At one point, she disap- 
peared and came back with some old pictures 
and a dusty bottle of 1954 Chateau Latour, a 
rare, fine wine. She insisted I take the bottle 
home with me as a gift, explaining that in 
1954, she was very beautiful, just like me. I 
knew it was an expensive wine. I was flattered 
and deeply moved by her gesture. Latour, the 
wine, is a vineyard of rare comparison, full- 
bodied, never weak and always full of surpris- 
es. I hope it captures the essence of me. And 
of that elderly French woman. 

Brut: That's lovely. What about your first 
name? 

Latour: Photographers and directors suggest- 
ed ‘Lily,’ ‘Tina’ and ‘Sugar.’ But they all 
sounded too delicate, especially since I'm an 
aggressive female who prefers the dominant 
role in bed. As I agonized over selecting a first 
name, I was having some dental work done. 
My dentist happens to be named 'Charlie. He 
told me that no matter which stage name I 
chose, people would always remember me for 
my other assets. Iliked that philosophy. So, 
‘Charlie Latour’ was born. 

Brut: As such a driving force in an admittedly 
man's world—porn—do you consider yourself a 
feminist? 

Latour: Actually, I consider myself an anti- 
feminist. Many hard-core feminists want to 
de-sexualize our society. I want to do just the 
opposite. A society built on positive, healthy 
uninhibited libidos leads to a safer, calmer 
populous. It should be each person's right to 
explore his or her sexual needs without having 
the government or special interest groups 
telling them how to feel and act. 

Brut: Brava. Exactly who are your fans. 
Latour: They're a very loyal group. The bulk 
of men and women are between the ages of 21 
and 30. But I also have many admirers over 
40. Ilove it when a woman in that age group 
comes up to me on the street and tell me that I 
make her feel sexy and attractive. I make it 
okay for them to express their own sexualities. 
Brut: What kind of feedback do you get? 
Latour: That they're tired of the hype which 
pervades the industry. You know, fancy box 
covers that hide lousy films. With me, what 
they see is what they get. It's what they've 
come to expect. 

Brut: Why do you gracefully evade the ques- 
tion of your age? 

Latour: I feel too much emphasis is put on a 
woman's age. Society acts as though you die 
sexually once you hit 40. I'm here to say that 
I've been fucking for eons and I feel better now 
than ever. When age becomes the main focus, 


49 


you concentrate too much on that and ignore the per- 
son's other qualities. 

Brut: Does sex get better as you get older? 

Latour: For me it does. I'm constantly discovering new 
things about my body. 


Ms. Latour in 1989 


Brut: Many men in their 20's fantasize about making 
love to a middle-aged woman. 

Latour: And vice-versa. Ifrequently get requests from 
female fans to do more younger men/older women 
scenes. And you know me, I'm always happy to comply. 
Brut: Do you prefer older men or younger men? 
Latour: Yes. 


50 


Brut: Yes? 

Latour: What I mean is that I enjoy any man—or 
woman—who helps me reach a new sexual level 
Perfection for me would be someone with the ability of a 
young man and the knowledge of an older man. You 
know, a dick that just doesn't quit 
combined with a sense of worldliness. 
Brut: The best of both worlds. Do 
you think size matters? 

Latour: Not usually. I’ve had well- 
hung men who couldn’t fuck and 
guys with standard-sized shafts who 
could drive me wild. It really depends 
on the man himself. If he’s into giv- 
ing pleasure, if he has a naughty 
imagination, the experience can be 
magical. Sex is a lot more than just 
fucking, you know. 

Brut: Describe your dream lover. 
Latour: He’s a very private man in 
his mid-40's, very well-endowed, very 
skilled, sensitive and constantly striv- 
ing for ways to help me reach new 
heights of erotic pleasure. 

Brut: Sounds a lot like your hus- 
band. When the cameras aren't 
around, is Charlie Latour any differ- 
ent? 

Latour: Not really. My kids see me 
as ‘Mom.’ My husband sees me as 
his lover and best friend. And when 
it comes to sex, I go full-out all the 
time. But as with everything, there's 
a proper time and place. 

Brut: You seem to be an extremely 
down-to-earth individual. 

Latour: I try to be. If a person can't 
be honest with themselves, then how 
can they be honest with their fans? 
My career has had its share of ups 
and downs, but at least Charlie 
Latour can never be accused of living 
in the gray twilight. 

Brut: What have you learned in the 
adult film industry? 

Latour: I've encountered many inter- 
esting people along the way. 
Although I don't have the huge pub- 
licity machines that some in the busi- 
ness do, I have a very loyal following. 
Fans recognize me all the time. Not 
only do they remember me, but they 
feel comfortable enough to talk openly 
with me and give me their personal 
insights. To me, that means more than anything—feel- 
ing that I've truly reached someone out there. 
Hopefully, one of my most notable accomplishments has 
been the ability to bring the viewers some pleasure 
through my performances. If I’ve succeeded in doing 
that, then I consider myself very fortunate. Very fortu- 
nate indeed. | | 


(Prologue to TROMEO & JULIET 
narrated by Lemmy) 

Two households, both alike in 
vileness, 

In filthy Gotham, where 
Troma lays their scene 
From ancient grudge break to 
new unkindness, 

Where rivers of grue and 
gore make Shakespeare 
obscene. 

From forth the two houses - 
Montague and Capulet 

A pair of star blessed 
lovers copulate at every chance 
Leaving their respective houses 
to wreck havoc and bloodlet 

And Juliet's father raging 
at the break-up of his incestuous 
romance. 

Bodies ripped asunder, brains 
and heads splattered 


Amidst the continuance of 
this fearful feud 
Which by film's end should leave 
the beer-sotted viewer feeling 
flattered 

At the carnage that has 
ensued. 
And do not fret sweet chronic 
masturbator, 

For lovely, oft-naked nubile 
Juliet is one hot potata. 


YOUNG MASTER (1980) was 


the final film in a string of kung-fu 


farces (Eagle's Shadow, Fearless 
Hyena and Drunken Master were 
the precursors) made by Jackie 


Chan before taking off to 
Hollywood to establish himself as 
the rightful heir to Bruce Lee. It's 
a shame this flick wasn't the one 
released over here instead of The 
Big Brawl as this chop-sockey 
comedy is a brilliant argument for 
style as substance. Because 
there's virtually nothing here - lit- 
tle in the way of plotting or narra- 
tive coherence - except set 
pieces and broad slapstick. All 
carried by the genius of Jackie 
Chan. Yes, genius. You can talk 
about Chaplin, and Lloyd and 
Keaton all you want in discussing 
physical comedy but if you fail to 
include Chan in your discourse 
than you're just being plumb igno- 
rant. Chan combines the 
essence of each and weds it to a 
relentlessly balletic brand of ath- 
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leticism to fashion a style breath- 
taking in its originality and audaci- 
ty. Who cares about story or 
character development when you 
have a Baryshnikov mugging 
while engaged in Chinese-New- 
Year's-Dragon Fu, bench-Fu, fan- 
Fu, skirt-fu, sword-fu and a fifteen 
minute martial arts battle wherein 
victory is attained by letting the 
opponent kick and punch the 
body until completely exhausted 
and every bone is broken? 

That's daring. That's revolution- 
ary. That's wretched excess tri- 
umphant. Re-released letter- 
boxed and sub-titled. 


A dour young fish-market 
executive decides to trav- 
el to Iceland to honor the 
souls of his dead parents 
who died in an isolated 
wilderness river seven 
years earlier. And finds 
snow, cold, much weird- 
ness and, eventually his 
humanity, in this spectac- 
ularly filmed and mordant- 
ly sublime Icelandic come- 
dy COLD FEVER. The 
comedy lies not so much 
in the weirdness which 
would be plenty funny on 
its own, but in our stoic 
star's (Masatoshi Nagase 
of Jim Jarmusch's 
Mystery Train) marmoreal- 
ly good-natured accep- 
tance of it all. | don't 
know about you but after 
encountering a ghostly 
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siren ululating a car engine back 
to life and running into a murder- 
ous couple (nicely underplayed 
by Lili Taylor and Fisher Stevens) 
who talk to each other with hand 
puppets, l'd high-tail it out of 
there but our mettlesome hero 
soldiers on. Till he comes to 
land's end in a country and west- 
ern bar where the natives dress 
like cowboys, drink "black death" 
and chow down on ram’s testicles 
and goat's heads. Director Fridrik 
Thor Fridriksson films it all in a 
dead-pan style while managing to 
invest the bleak and barren wilds 
of his native country with a haunt- 
ing, surreal beauty. 


IT'S THE 
WILDEST, 
MADDEST, 
SEXIEST 
FILM 

OF THE 
YEAR! 


STAN BORDEN presents 


JAYNE MANSFIELD 


 PRIMIITIUE 
B: 


in EASTMAN COLOR 


Jayne Mansfield. Need Mr. Fide 
say more. Okay, he will. Jayne 
gets naked. Well almost. And 
that’s enough isn't it? Mansfield 
ensconces herself in a four-star 
hotel and after showering and 
sporting in dishabille for a while 
she decides to unspool a mondo 
flick for a nerdy professor. How 
did he get in here? Comic relief, 
as if we needed any, is provided 
by two Italian voyeur Jerry-Lewis 
impersonators posing as bell- 
hops. After being made to wit- 
ness all manner of depravity and 
lubricous shenanigans the viewer 
and the professor suddenly find 
Jayne in a black wig dancing top- 
less amidst a number of equally 
topless, zaftig cuties. In the 
movie. The movie Jayne is 
showing. More nonsense 
ensues. In the movie. Then it 


ends. The movie, that is. 
Leaving nothing to chance, 
Mansfield does a striptease 
which causes the bellhops to lose 
what little minds they have and 
the professor to transmogrify into 
a foaming, lust-maddened were- 
wolf! Oz thinks. He was too 
busy getting primitive to PRIMI- 
TIVE LOVE to give this or any- 
thing much thought. (Something 
Weird) 


The sixties gave us two undeni- 
able grade-Z horror classics: 
Carnival of Souls and the Jack 
Hil's SPIDER BABY. While Herk 
Harvey has seen his film cele- 
brated in learned journals and 
feted at film fes- 
tivals through- 
out the world, 
Hill's remark- 
able depravity 
has continued 
to languish in 
obscurity. And 

rightfully so as 
_ Spider Baby is 
ar too disturb- 
ing for main- 
stream audi- 
ences. To admit 
to liking this 
| audacity is to 
ma confess to a 

1 taste for barely 

pubescent girls. 
Two beautiful, 
] pouty, small- 
breasted girls. 
Who spend 


much of the 
film in their 
underwear. 
They suffer 
from a 
degenera- 
tive disease 
which 
results in 
infantile 
regression 
and homici- 
dal impuls- 
es. Lon 
Chaney 
chooses to 
stay on 
anyway as 
the caretak- 
er. One 
guess as to 
the reason. 
It's not 
because 
he's con- 
cerned 
about the 
girls drool- 
ing, retard- 
ed, bald 
brother 
played by 
Sid Haig. 
Nor the 
inheritors to 
the family 
fortune who 
show up 
with their 
lawyer to 
claim their birthright. Even 
though one of them is a hot 
blonde who likes to dance around 
in a black panties-bra-and-garter- 
belt ensemble. Haig digs it 
though. He rapes her while the 
girls watch. All of this is sup- 


~ 


Area da BRIE Wider 


COLLECTOR’S EDITION 


Aoc y Lesena 


Wa soe aa ta ee 


‘SPIDER BABY’ 
is a movie that 
genuinely 
deserves ils 
cult status, as 
lovable and as 
irresistibly 
alchable as 
the original 
‘LITTLE SHOP 
F HORRORS.’ 
Jos Dante 


posed to be wildly humorous. 


The fact that everything is beauti- 
fully shot and lit makes it all the 
more nauseating. Or is that bril- 
liant. Take a gander at this pris- 
tine, wide-screen video struck 
from Hill’s personal 35mm print 
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and decide for yourself (Video 
Vault). 


Oz recently received a fan letter 
from a lesbian magazine. Go fig- 
ure. They told him he should 
take a look at a landmark lesbian 
film called VIRGIN EXPRESS. 
So Mr. Fide did. It was written 
and filmed by a German woman 
Monika Treut. Oz watched it sev- 
eral times and still hasn't seen 
the light. Why is this a "land- 
mark” film? Because it's okay for 
a gal to write-off men and pitch 
her camp with women who share 


her sexual proclivities? John 
Sayles did this a lot better in 
Liana. As did D.H. Lawrence in 
The Fox. And the pornographer 
who did Rear Action Girls. The 
point? Conviction and amateur- 
ishness are not a substitute for 
craft. Titillate us, entertain us, 
outrage us, anything, just don't 
bore us. Hell, even the most res- 
olute heterosexual male finds the 
comic art of Tom of Finland 
intriguing. Why? Because he 
takes his homosexual fantasies 
to an absurdist level in an effort to 
provoke and to elicit laughter. At 
the notion that we can tame the 
beast lurking within. We're all 
brothers and sisters under the 
skin when it comes right down to 
it he's telling us; it's big breasts 
for you, big 


It finally came down to it! SWV has separated the Hard from 
the Soft of it's video library to create this essential catalog 
and reference book for you Nostalgic Porn fans out there! 


STEP RIGHT UP AND GET 
YOUR SWV BLUE BOOK! 


ei altar oa WE'RE ADDING OVER 
140 NEW XXX VIDEO TITLES 
TO OUR HARDCORE CATALOG 


(more than 90 are Double Features!) 


Complete listings and descriptions for 
our ever popular Bucky Beaver Stags, 
Loops & Peeps, Solo Gals, Grandpa 
Bucky’s, and 70's Triple XXX Movie 
House Trailers, Bucky Goes to the 
Movies feature films & Dragon Art 
1 Theatre Double Features! 


Other treats in store for you: 
* The inside story on storefront theatres! 
* White Coaters & F***umentaries! 
+ 42nd Street in it's heyday! 
* Raunchy Regional Rants & Ramblings! 
+ Rare photos and graphics documenting 
this seedy era! ° Loving tributes to Rene 


By CRY BEAVER! 
And we've got a deal for you! The first 


2000 who sign up and send in $5 will get 
the SWV BLUE BOOK at half off the $10 | Bond, Uschi Digard and Candy Samples! 


cover price and will be put on the 
preferred customer list to recelve a 
special discount coupon and free gift! 


* History of the famous Pussycat Theatre 
* The story of Bucky Beaver comic! 
* The 70's Gay Scenel « And much more! 


Please enclose $5 and send to: 
SOMETHING WEIRD VIDEO® BLUE BOOK 
PO Box 33664 Seattle, WA 98133 (206) 361-3759 Fax (206) 364-7526 
Please state with signature that you are over 21 years of age and are 
requesting sexually explicit material for your own personal use. 


cocks for me, 
what's the dif- 
ference? 
Fantasy, sexu- 
al desire, our 
bodies, our 
biology, is con- 
stantly running 
roughshod 
over our 
superegos, our 
sense of pro- 
priety, our edu- 
cation. You 
can run but 
ultimately, you 
can't hide. So 
don't sweat it. 
Letit go. The 
heroine of 
Virgin Express 
comes to real- 
ize this but it's 
a long, 
uneventful trip 


watching her get there (Video 
Vault). 


Did guys actually pay to watch 
soft-core flicks like I WANT YOU 
in the sixties? Were they that 
desperate to view marginally 
attractive nekkid women rolling 
around pretending to make the 
beast with two backs? Well if Dr. 
Kinsey is to be believed the aver- 
age Joe of the time was engaging 
in fairly mundane sex at the rate 
of two or three times a month. At 
best. So to simulate the condi- 
tions of Mr. Joe Average Oz set 
up a phone meeting with a girl he 
had never met and proceeded to 
spend the better part of two hours 
attempting to get her to talk dirty 
to him. When the jane finally pre- 
tended to be insulted and hung 
up, Ozzy put this rather surreal 
effort on and found himself won- 
derfully aroused. Twenty-some- 
thing girls with beehive hairdos 
pretending to be underage 
teenagers so they can sue nerdy 
suit-and-tie johns. Played to the 
accompaniment of an ersatz 
Doors soundtrack until the big 
orgy scene which was done to a 
jazzy-Satie kind of thing. 

Mr. Fide would like to tell you how 
it ended but his “date” called back 
(Video Vault). 


BAZOOKA 

Poor Mr. Rockstar 

The reconfigured Bazooka is a guitar- 
keys-bass-drum quartet. Its first outing, 
Poor Mr. Rockstar, is dull fusion which 
lacks fire and has few memorable 
melodies, "Pissgums" being a notable 
exception. Bassist Steve Reed and 
drummer Vince Meghrouni lay down 
strong foundations. Guitarist Jeremy 
Keller's solos, however, usually don't do 
much over them. Keyboardist Don 
Carroll adds some nice flourishes, but 
his power is undercut by his decision to 
use an electric piano, that most annoy- 
ing beast of the keyboard kingdom. 
(SST) df 


BIS 

The New Transistor Heroes 

With no member older than 21, 
Glasgow's Bis let their youth work in 
their favor. Unlike their whiny British 
neighbors, Bis' outlook is one of wild- 
eyed, uncompromised idealism ("Tell It 
to the Kids" and "Rebel Soul") and ado- 
ration of pop culture ("Starbright Boy") 
superimposed upon relentlessly peppy 
tunes which recall vintage early '80's 
power pop. There are traces of the 
Buzzcocks, Squeeze, and the Specials 
in their hi-fi, sci-fi mindset. But their 
anti-inline skate stance on "Rollerblade 
Zero" is off the mark (yes, the Dirkster 
has been an avid skater for several 
years). With its non-stop bounciness, 
The New Transistor Heroes could 


inspire a whole generation of human 
bobblehead dolls. (Grand Royal) df 


DISQUE 9 

Des Incurables 

Welcome to the carnival of damned 
souls where the undead, undressed to 
kill, languidly cavort to the strains of 
psychosis. Sultry sepulchral songs 
spangled with skips, scratches, sibilant 
sounds, industrial sonorities, voices 
susurrating and sighing. Watch, if you 
can, while sickened sensitive shadows 
clasp writhing hands not hands and whirl 
blindly past midnight's rotting creation 
with its muffled maddening beat of frac- 
tured rhythms and pitiable whine of ur- 
melodies. Then come away, come 
away child, for here are faces you dare 
not meet and eyes more full of madness 
than you can possibly understand. 
(Slow River) ds 


CHRIS DUARTE GROUP 

Tailspin Headwhack 

In 96 it was Dennis Brennan winning the 
retro-roots-rock sweepstakes, this year 
its gonna be Chris Duarte. Although, 
like Brennan, calling what this guy does 
"roots" or "retro" is far too limiting; 
because with a musician that refashions 
B.B. King and Nirvana you really have to 
take things cut by cut. But there isn't 
enough space here for us so just start 
with the fourth entry, an instro which is 
the most amazing thing we've heard 
since the Fripp solo on Eno's "Baby's 


dirk fubar (df) 
ivan lerner (il) 
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james maclaren ( jm) We 
dom salemi (ds) 
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On Fire,” and then just dive in. Duarte is 
the hot new guitar-slinger in town and 
he’s been favorably compared to Stevie 
Ray Vaughn and Jimi Hendrix but his 
suave, sultry vocal style is far more 
affecting than the latter and his six-string 
work simply defies categorization. 
Besides Vaughn and Hendrix are dead 
so it’s time to move on. A lot of this 
hangs its hat on seventies blues rock 
and funk structures but it’s really a 
meaningless tag given Duarte’s work 
here. Not that he labors far afield a la 
Danny Gatton but rather, he uses these 
forms to expand the vocabulary. 

Loosely translated, this means you’re 
going to return to the songs for the 
pyrotechnics until it's seared upon your 
brain and the deft arrangements sink in. 
(Silvertone) ds 


FIREWORKS 

Lit Up 

Put this on. Loud. And wait for it to kick 
in. Or don’t wait. Have a couple of 
shots of bourbon (without soda) and 
start dancing. Whatever you do, try your 
damndest to ignore this deranged rocka- 
billy (known in select circles as psy- 
chobilly) and see if it that’s at all possi- 
ble. “Fucked-up music for fucked up 
people” the band says. But you know, 
that’s giving these compositions short 
shrift because the lead singer can’t sing 
you see; and so whomever it was sitting 
in the console room while all of this non- 
sense was unspooling turned the vol- 
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ume up to ridiculous levels and buried 
the vocalist in reverb, feedback and dis- 
tortion. Not too bad a move as it results 
in a kind of drunken horror movie sound- 
track by way of Memphis circa 1956 or 
57. And that makes all the difference. 
(2819 Commerce Street, Dallas, Texas 
75226) ds 


FOUR PIECE SUIT 

Ready to Where? 

The quintessence of Kool! The height 
of restrained hysterical laughter made 
manifest in (what used to be) grooves 
(and is now binary with a flashlight) 
Mad Daddies! Bassdrumssaxguitar 
instrumental holy madness jumping 
and jiving on the faster numbers, bop- 
ping hard on the mid-tempo cuts and 
sultrily swaggering on the slower com- 
positions. The men: stoned immacu- 
lates, former chaperons for psychotic 
soul shouter Barrence Whitfield; angel- 
headed hipsters burning for the meta- 
physical connection between Blake and 
Kerouac and Mancini. Sparks com- 
busting in insane enthusiasm and 
hebephrenic spontaneity, leaving 
charred fragments shorn against even- 
tual ruin. A veritable waste land of 
musique moderne - jazz noir, lounge, 
rockabilly, Finnish folk tunes. Courtesy 
of the best minds of our generation: 
John Barry (Holy!), the aforementioned 
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Mancini (Holy!), Max Roach 
(Holy!), Neil Young (Holy Cow!). 
And several originals which, 
according to barhoppers in the 
know, serve as a delightful 
complement to the soothing din 
of ringing cash registers, clink- 
ing glasses, sotto voce conver- 
“| sations, whirring blenders, and 
the dull slorp of the cocktail 
shaker. (Ocean Music, 1600 
Falmouth Road, Suite 150, 
Centerville, MA 02632) ds 


FRIENDS OF DEAN 
MARTINEZ 

Retrograde 

Despite the kitschy moniker, a 
name adopted apparently, to 
suggest a southwestern strain 
of cocktail lounge music, 
Friends of Dean Martinez is the 
combo least likely to find favor 
with the martini-swilling, 
Cubana-smoking, Incredibly- 
Strange music crowd. For one 
thing, this instro aggregate’s 
sound is far too melancholy and solipsis- 
tic. Secondly, the compositions all 
revolve around the steel guitar an instru- 
ment with a sadsweet tone more con- 
ducive to beer and brown-liquor con- 
sumption than gin or vodka abuse. Our 
Friends have tried to broaden their 
appeal, assaying works by optimists like 
Henry Mancini, Brian Wilson and 
Micheal Legrand but even these breezy 
pieces carry the arid, despairing under- 


FRIENDS OF DEAN 
MARTINEZ 
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currents of the southwestern desert. 
Which isn't too surprising when you 
learn that the primary inspiration for the 
band came as a result of its guiding light 
tripping to Santo & Johnny while holed- 
up in a New Mexico Motel 6. (Sub Pop) 
ds 


JOHN FRUSCIANTE 

Smile from the Streets You Hold 

See John play guitar in famous rock 
band. See John leave famous rock 
band. See John get strung out on junk. 
See John make a pathetic, exhibitionis- 
tic wastrel of himself. See John die. 
Die, die, die! That last part hasn't hap- 
pened yet, but its's coming soon. Good 
riddance, motherfucker. 

The cult-of-personality junkie act has 
been tired since Keith Richards kicked 
heroin nearly 20 years ago. Smile 
doesn't breath any life into it. Ex-Red 
Hot Chili Pepper Frusciante wants to be 
the human car wreck that one shouldn't 
watch but does anyway. But he fails 
because nobody ever cared much about 
him. All he ever was was a replacement 
for a dead junkie, Hillel Slovak. 

Imagine getting as wasted as you 
can, plugging in your guitar and warbling 
into a four-track recorder. That's what 
Smile is. Once, on the ethereal "A Fall 
Through the Ground,” it works. But this 
shit is voyeurism at its most morbid and 
cynical. If you want to die, John, that's 
your business. But don't ask anyone to 
listen while you kill yourself. (Birdman) 
df 


JERRY GARCIA BAND 

How Sweet It Is 

Jerry Garcia's death brought to an end 
the Grateful Dead's multi-year streak of 
$30 million annual concert grosses. But 
Garcia is a post-mortem cash cow to 
rival Jimi Hendrix and Elvis Presley. 
With at least 10 albums featuring Garcia 
with and without the Dead issued since 
he bought the ranch two years ago and 
plenty more in the works, his friends, 
associates and survivors are still cash- 
ing in on him. 

Garcia's solo band differed from the 
Dead in that it featured a gospel-tinged 
sound and a standard rhythm section. It 
also played primarily covers. On How 
Sweet It Is, a collection of 1990 perfor- 
mances which is essentially a compan- 
ion to 1991's Jerry Garcia Band, Garcia 
applies his well-known guitar style to 
songs by performers such as Bob Dylan, 
Marvin Gaye and Hank Ballard and the 
Midnighters, as well as a couple of origi- 
nals from his solo albums. The problem 
is, Garcia never was an interpretive 
singer, and his voice, ravaged by years 
of smoking cigarettes and Persian hero- 
in, is typically a painful croak. 
Sometimes, however, his extended solo- 
ing can overcome his vocal inadequa- 
cies. (Arista) df 


GUIDED BY VOICES 

Mag Earwhig! 

For the latest incarnation of Guided by 
Voices, leader Robert Pollard enlisted 
Cleveland's Cobra Verde to help him 
make the most technically proficient 
GbV disc yet. The chops of his new 
band, most notably those of guitarist 
Doug Gillard, allow Pollard to indulge his 
progressive/abrasive influences more 
than his past lineups of Dayton buddies 
ever could.“Bulldog Skin," "Not Behind 
the Fighter Jet" and "Jane of the Waking 
Universe" show Pollard's continuing 
master of pop songcraft, while "Little 
Lines," "Mute Superstar," and "Bomb in 
the Beehive" highlight the new lineup's 
more aggressive attack. On the other 
hand, "Learning to Hunt" - imagine John 
Lennon produced by Daniel Lanois - is 
one of Pollard's prettiest songs. 

Still, Mag Earwhig! has its share of 
clunkers. "Are You Faster?" and 
"Hollow Cheek,” meander formlessly, 
while Gillard's “I am a Tree," GbV's most 
calculated stab at big rock, rings falsely. 
In a 14-month stretch, Pollard has 
issued four albums, two EPs and sever- 


al singles. If he'd slow down and exhibit 
a better sense of quality control, he 
could make another completely enjoy- 
able from star-to finish CD to rival Bee 
Thousand. (Matador) df 


HI-STANDARD 

Angry Fist 

The Japanese really bug us out. First 
they make it so hip to eat sushi that you 
can't even think about getting laid until 
you load up your date with such unappe- 
tizing concoctions as barbecued eel and 
candied jellyfish. Then they build these 
odd little cars that never break down 
forcing everyone making under fifty thou 
a year to buy one. Now they've reintro- 


duced the notion of having adept singers 
in a punk band so that mere tunefulness 
and aggressive playing will no longer 
suffice. Really! How rude: soaring 
three part harmonies and a lead singer 
who sounds like a pugilist on "Fighting 
Songs" and a heartbroken lover on 
"Gotta Pull Myself Together." This is 
heresy. This, this, this is good. But we 
won't ever admit it. Even to ourselves. 
(Fat Wreck Chords) ds 


THE MUFFS 

Happy Birthday To Me! 

Power pop or pop punk, it is one and the 
same, has had her day; the disgraceful 
uniformity of her harmonies and the pre- 
ciousness of her melodic lines having 
finally worn out the patient appreciation 
of the refined. For the uncultivated how- 
ever, there is The Muffs, a trio of unre- 
pentant music makers beating cease- 
lessly against the tide of learned opinion 
with smart, punchy, hook-filled songs 
studded with infectious rhythms, atonal 
harmonies, evocations of teen angst and 
ebullient celebrations of awkwardness 
and imbecility. Given life by the 
phlegmy, winsomely bratty singing of a 


THE MUFFS 


lithe, angular womanchild brazen 
enough to make a virtue of her inade- 
quacies, to fashion high drama out of 
what most, No Doubt, would character- 
ize as mundane insecurities. Yes, the 
genre is exhausted madams and mon- 
Seiurs, but a tip of the hat in any case to 
those, like Les Muffs, so brilliantly sol- 
diering on. (Reprise) ds 
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LYRES 

The Early Years - 1979 to 1983 
Twenty years on and Jeff "Mono Man" 
Conolly is still making everyone assay- 
ing the garage style look like pikers 
(well, some aren't bad but they're still 
not this good.) Born from the ashes of 
retro-rockers DMZ in 1979, Conolly and 
his Lyres quickly became the darlings of 
the old-school punk crowd by virtue of: 
embodying not emulating the trash aes- 
thetic; having impeccable taste in obscu- 
rities i.e. Mickey & The Clean Cuts, Jolly 
Green Giants; and pushing the Vox 
organ as lead rather than utilizing it as 
so much window dressing. It also 
helped that Conolly's "expertly inexact" 
singing, as one wag put it, had attitude 
and charisma to burn. The man may not 
have had Jackie Wilson's pipes but he 
knew how to put a song across. With 
brio. Hold the mustard (because there 
was never any hot-dogging). But let's 
stop talking about the guy in the past 
tense (he's still working the clubs and 
doing a fab job I hear), this is a totally 
gear set of tunes, the first thirteen of 
which were recorded in some radio sta- 
tion in Boston in 1983 when Conolly and 
company were at the top of their game, 
the next three from the second gig ever 
and the other eight from sources too 
numerous to mention here. If you're 
unfamiliar with this stuff, The Early 
Years is not a bad place to start. Check 
that, it’s a great place to start. 
Especially for Gen-X alterna-rock- 
Nirvana-dressers who are likely to come 
away from this thinking they have been 
privy to a rediscovery of the birth of cool. 


(Crypt) ds 


GARY NUMAN 

Tubeaway Army Premier Hits 
RANDOM - 

A Tribute To Gary Numan 

He was slagged by the critics in Britain 
and had only one hit - "Cars" - here, but 
Gary Numan has never really left us. 
What, you think all this techno and ambi- 
ent and trip hop stuff sprang full-blown 
from the heads of these rave artistes? . . 
. So now it's suddenly become hip to 
profess enthusiasm for his work. Yes, 
work, he's released twenty albums in an 
eighteen year career and chances are 
you don't own any of them. A shame 
because effeminate, pansticked, roboti- 
cally-glammed Gary was always cool. 
Cool with a capital ice. This set collects 
all of the lovely danceable synth-fueled 
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hits, some of his funkier experiments 
and adds a few obscurities for good 
measure. Even the slower numbers 
enchant with their dreamy, languorous 
melodies and austere rhythms. Random 
is a two disc salute 

to the man who dreams of electric sheep 
and contains many radical reworkings 
from bands you've never heard of, some 
you may have heard about (Bis, 
Republica) and some you may have 
heard (St. Etienne, Jesus Jones) but 
wish you never had. It’s brash, brazen, 
bold, beauteous and a boss testament 
to a songwriter and performer so relent- 
lessly jejune one must come as a child 
to fully appreciate the staggering sim- 
plicity of the craftsmanship. (Beggars 
Banquet) ds 


T-MODEL FORD 

Pee Wee Get My Gun 

We've been chided, criticized and out- 
and-out vilified for having the temerity to 
opine about the blues. Because we 
weren't born south of the Mason-Dixon. 
Because we don't have thousands of 
blues records housed in plastic and kept 
in a temperature-controlled room. 
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Because we haven't memorized the 
words to all the Robert Johnson songs. 
Because we don't subscribe to Living 
Blues magazine. Because we aren't on 
Alligator Records' mailing list. So don't 
listen to us. So don't buy this alcohol- 
fueled, gut-bucket, Mississippi-Delta 
boogie masterpiece. It's brought to you 
courtesy of the folks who rediscovered 
R. L. Burnside. And it's even more prim- 
itive and forbidding. Downright evil in 
fact. Mr. Ford sings like a man who's 
looked the devil in the eye and spit in his 
face. No posturing, no guitar pyrotech- 
nics. Simple songs played with a barely 
contained fury. The liner notes say he 
killed a man. | would throw the lie in his 
face: Only one? (Fat Possum) ds 


SNUFF 

Potatoes and Melons... 

A collection of odds and sods from an 
obscure British punk band that is, to cull 
a phrase, meaty, beaty, big and bouncy. 
Most of the cuts are covers and refash- 
ioning of folk tunes but the clever 
arrangements and full, inventive produc- 
tion breathes new life into such hoary 
chestnuts as “Many Rivers To Cross,” 
“Shadows 
Of Love,” 
and 
“Russian 
Fields.” 
What comes 
off likea 
full-throttle, 
frenetic roar 
initially 
impresses 
itself on the 
listener with 
repeated 
plays asa 
tuneful, 
heartfelt 
aggregation 
of hard 
songs 
anchored by 
a powerful 
rhythm sec- 
tion and 
emphatic 
vocalizing 
skirting but 
never cross- 
ing over into 
loutish pos- 
turing. The 
rest of the 


band provides the kind of support you 
normally find only on Phil Spector 
records: trombonist Dave swings 
malevolently especially on the ska- 
inflected numbers, guitarist Loz, a mar- 
vel of diabolic efficiency, tosses in some 
icy shards of six-string damage, while 
Lee M's arabesque Hammond work, 
when given free play, swirls and swells 
in mocking reproach to all the busy, 
blustery business. (Fat Wreck Chords) 
ds 


ADAM PARFREY 

A Sordid Evening of Sonic Sorrows 
Satanic mishmash, talking blues sung 
by the devil, or somebody closely relat- 
ed. Don't say who done what here on 
this sheet of paper that came with the 
CD. The disc itself is black, natch. The 
band pretty much knows what they're 
doing, but they seem to be waiting 
around for Frank Zappa to show up and 
give them proper direction. Somebody 
go tell these guys Zappa's dead, ok? 
Anyhoo, a fine addition to your 
Halloween music collection. (Ruin 
Records) jm 


SQUATWEILER 

New Motherstamper 

Squatweiler plays radio-friendly modern 
big-rock, but their female singer cops 
most of her attitude from Chrissie Hynde 
rather than the Lilith Fair crowd or Alanis 
Morissette. She says she got a degree 
in “asskickology,” but her voice isn't 
always up to the demands of the back- 
ing bombast, not to mention that tough 
broads are passé these days. She 
hands a couple of vocals over to her 
male compadres to suggest X for the 
alternative generation, but the result is 
pretty far removed from that group's dis- 
jointed harmonies. Still, with the right 
promotion, this might appeal to certain 
college males. (spinART) df 


SUBARACHNOID SPACE 

Delicate Membrane 

Aficionados of psychedelia, trance divi- 
sion, still look to the occasional dark 
passage in a new release of Pink Floyd 
or for an obscure Spaceman 3 single at 
their local record parlor for gratification. 
Well, wake up and smell the coffee boys 
(girls prefer their trance in the guise of 
rave a la Orb or Orbital ), the real deal 
can be had on smaller labels like Unit 
Circle Records where this stuff has the 
added bonus of being made up on the 


spot by a number of (possibly) brain- 
damaged sensibilities jamming without 
any decent restraint. There's a band out 
there in Richmond that does this dron- 
ing, black-hole sound pretty effectively 
but you'll have to go with the 
SubArachnoids for now as their "music" 
is "completely improvised" so as to allow 
them to "achieve the purest psychedelic 
music possible, untainted by excessive 
intellectualization." Loosely translated 
this means lysergic riffs anchored by 
infectious neo-rhythms o'er which float 
feedback, distortion, the haunted strains 
of the didgeridoo, ethereal guitar 
noodling and bass lost in interstellar 
underdrive. (Box 20352, Seattle, WA 
98102) ds 


TREPONEM PAL 

Higher 

Despite being French, Treponem Pal 
are one of the originators of industrial 
metal their work marked by a constant 
willingness to experiment. The respect 
they've gained in the ten plus years of 
their existence is rather remarkable. 
Ministry asked their guitar player and 
lead singer to front for them on their 92 
tour and their previous disc was pro- 
duced by Franz Treichler of the Young 
Gods and this their latest was helmed by 
KMFDM meistermind Sascha Konietzko. 
They've toured with the likes of Scorn, 
Godflesh, and Pitch Shifter building a 
small but rabid following along the way. 
Higher's strategies while simple are 
quite effective: a booming mid-tempo 
guitar riff is laid down then allowed to 
drop away leaving the funky-metaloid 


bass to push the lead singer's hoarse 
shouts and earnest exhortations. This 
pattern is repeated but on succeeding 
verses the bass is augmented by shards 
of guitar noise, polyrhythmic percussion 
and/or slurred electronica. On the dub 
bits, the ploy is reversed. And unlike 
most industrialistes, the arrangements 
sacrifice the genre's trademark muddied 
boom for a clean, crisp sound that gives 
all the components of these infectious 
compositions full play. (Mercury) ds 


DANNY ELFMAN 

Soundtrack 

MARS ATTACKS! 

With an all-star cast, including Jack 
Nicholson, Jim Brown, Pierce Brosnan 
and Pam Grier, and boasting the state of 
the art computer graphics that ILM can 
supply, Tim Burton's release for the 
Christmas of 1996 was a sick, mean- 
spirited and anarchic antithesis to the 
patriotic, jingoistic crap that was 
Independence Day. Unlike that 
lunkheaded mega-hit, nearly all the stars 
get killed, everything we hold sacred is 
pissed on and it's only through the 
dumbest of luck that the Martians don't 
win. Of course, Mars Attacks! flopped. 
Badly. 

But how come it took Atlantic so long 
to release a soundtrack? One didn't 
appear until at least two months after 
the movie was released. | thought the 
Hollywood hype-machine was always on 
top of these things. The worst Jean 
Claude Van Damme or Adam Sandler 
insult to our intelligence always has a 
soundtrack out in the stores at least a 
week before 
the film is 
released, 
and Mars 
Attacks! 
was a movie 
] | assume 
Warner 
Bros. had 
huge hopes 
Fd for. I only 
£| bring this up 
because 
fans of the 
movie or of 
Danny 
Elfman's 
soundtracks 
may be ini- 

] tially daunt- 
] ed in their 
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search for this CD. | know | almost was, 
not finding one anywhere until | almost 
tripped over one in a soundtrack special- 
ty store, and that was the last copy they 
had. | am glad that | kept looking. Not 
only do | like the movie, | like the sound- 
track. 

In the same way that Bernard 
Herrmann's soundtrack for Brian 
DePalma's Sisters (1973) screams 
“HORROR MOVIE!,” so does Elfman's 
soundtrack scream "50s SCI-FI 
MOVIE!” Spooky and goofy, it's a return 
to Elfman's Beetlejuice soundtrack days, 
an over-the-top psychotic music carni- 
val. For instance, it sure sounds like 
Elfman borrows a few notes from Fiddler 
on the Roof ("If | Were a Rich Man" ata 
slower tempo, | think) at the beginning of 
“State Address." | can think of several 
reasons why that might be there (cultur- 
al signifiers, ironic counterpoint to the 
speech that President Jack Nicholson 
delivers at that point, etc.) but I really 
don't care why. | just like it. It feels right. 
It makes me say "What the fuck!?!" not 
in a disapproving manner, but in an 
approving and collusive one. This is 
seriously wacky stuff, and by that | mean 
to say both serious and wacky at the 
same time. 

Probably my favorite track off the CD 
is "Ungodly Experiments." It's only 53 
seconds long and | wish it was longer. 
It's almost completely electronic, except 
for some choral vocals and “voodoo” 
type drums, using theremin and electric 
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organ to create a mood to perfectly 
match this track's title. The electric 
organ is used to create almost exactly 
the same sound effect as the flying 
saucers in Goazilla Vs. Monster Zero. 
More bombastic are the tracks that 
are used to color the scenes of destruc- 
tion and mayhem, like “Airfield Dilemma" 
or "Pursuit", where a combination of a 
fast-tempo piano, the horn section from 
the Lost in Space theme and string sec- 
tions from Bernard Herrmann's orches- 
tra segues into an exciting chase theme 
using congas, harps, brass and finally 
theremins. (Whether they are "real" or 
synthesized, this soundtrack is delight- 
fully overflowing with the sounds of the 
Leon Theremin's wonderful invention.) 
Then there's the ultra-bombastic 
"Destructo X," which could be best 
described as a Hollywood via Mars ver- 
sion of the Anvil Chorus. Full of lots of 
synchronized clanging metal and threat- 
ening horns, it also reminds me of 
Wagner or Russian propaganda music. 
Of course it's "End Credits" which get 
to go on future gift party tapes. Whipped 
together from the film's various themes, 
it contains portions of the entire sound- 
track. Essentially medley, it also 
includes samples from Slim Whitman's 
"Indian Love Call" (which, along with 
Tom Jones' "It's Not Unusual," is includ- 
ed on the CD). 
Especially of note are the tracks, 
"Martian Madame" and "Martian Lounge" 
which manage to combine those two 


aspects of the '50s that are 
lodged into our current national 
subconscious: Lounge Music 
and sci-fi movies. 

Some folks have complained 
that this soundtrack is too 
"retro." After seeing Mars 
Attacks!, | went and watched 
some of its obvious influences 
again, George Pal's War of the 
Worlds (1953) and Ray 
Harryhausen's Earth vs. the 
Flying Saucers (1956), and 
while they did contain elements 
that would eventually be consid- 
ered sci-fi movie clichés, their 
soundtracks were basically war 
movie soundtracks which 
sounded more martial than 
Martian. | would argue that the 
music for Mars Attacks! is 
HYPER-RETRO: creating a 
feeling and memory for some- 
thing that didn’t really happen, 
but our collective unconscious feels 
should have. 

Of course, the great thing about buy- 
ing a soundtrack album is that, if you’re 
wary about spending $15 to $20, just 
rent the movie and give it a listen. 
(Atlantic Records) il 


VARIOUS 

Crypt Sampler Vol. 2 

The only way to do this comp justice is 
to NOT review any assemblages from 
record/disc companies not Crypt so we 
won't. Sure there's a lot of other deserv- 
ing variety packs out there but they sim- 
ply don't come close to the sloppy, 
insane majesty of this except for Volume 
One in this series which we already 
praised to the skies in an earlier issue 
and thus needn't mention here. Thirty- 
one cuts by twenty-two bands (Nine 
Pound Hammer, Lazy Cowgirls, Pagans, 
Oblivians, etc.) who don't care what you 
think or whether you buy their stuff. You 
know how you know it's good? When 
you can play it low and it still blows you 
away. Whatever you do though, DON"T 
TURN IT UP! Because if you do, you're 
gonna end up ordering everything in the 
catalogue (included with the liner notes) 
which with 125 or so items at the bar- 
gain price of $8 per works out to... er. 
. . Well...quite a hunk of change. 
Damn well worth it though. They take 
credit cards and probably, being the 
hep-cats that they is, are willing to put 
you on a payment plan. (Crypt) ds | | 


danny Hellman 


FREEWARE 

Rudy Rucker 

(Avon Book ) 

Rudy Rucker’s spring 1997 release 
Freeware is a wonderful, fucked-up 
refashioning of the cyberpunk cliche of 
mirrorshades-wearing, grim hackers living 
in a garbage-strewn Osaka with their 
beautiful and mysterious renegade assas- 
sin girlfriends. 

The third in Rucker’s “Live Robots” 
series, Freeware is broader in scope, 
more daring and longer than his previous 
books, which began with 1982’s Software 
and continued with 1988’s Wetware, both 
of which won Philip K. Dick Awards. (I 
refrain from calling this a trilogy because 
Rucker ends this story a wee bit ambigu- 
ously and leaves it open-ended, leaving 
the door ajar for a welcome sequel.) 

The metal and circuitry robots of 
Rucker's earlier efforts have since 
evolved into the moldies. Made out of 
imipolex (don’t ask), moldies can change 
their shape at will and coexist rather tenu- 
ously with us humans. There are lots of 
homo sapiens who'd rather see all the 
moldies burned, but these synthetics 
aren't asimovs (the writer's derogatory 
term for docile and subservient robots), 
they'll fight for what they want, by hook or 
by crook. Rucker takes his moldies to the 
limit, having them fuck (especially with 
humans), ingest drugs, and never allow 
themselves an earthborn form. 

In a nutshell, the story concerns the 
conspiratorial efforts of a group of 
moldies living on the moon to communi- 
cate with life on other stars. But the read- 
er doesn't discover this until near the end 
of the novel; which is as it should be. 
Rucker doesn't lay all his cards on the 
table immediately. He first introduces his 
(sometimes very) flawed characters scut- 
tling about their uncontrollable lives and 
then dumps them into some initially inex- 
plicable BIG WEIRD MYSTERY. 

Unlike Philip K. Dick, one of his major 
influences, Rucker does not people his 
works with self-destructive personalities 
filled with self-loathing. His characters 
are much more sympathetic. Even his vil- 
lains have interesting points of view. 

And let's not forget funny. Rucker may 
not be writing a comedy; nevertheless, 
Freeware is filled with humor and weird- 
ness. Rucker possesses a hipness and a 
looseness that comes from being firmly 
grounded in his material. He plays it fast 
and loose not because (as is so often the 
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case with sloppy and immature writers) 
he's trying to cover up mistakes but 
because he's interested in making a 
good story better. 

Rucker's work is invigorating; it avoids 
the info-dump. He figures that you're 
either smart enough or willing to hang 
around long enough to catch on. 
Though fast-paced, Rucker's work never 
feels rushed. He takes just enough time 
to get it right. But you'd expect that from 
one of the most original and exciting 
writers working in America today. Of 
course, since Rucker toils in the sci-fi 
field, he's dumped into that literary ghet- 
to and virtually ignored by fiction read- 
ers. Even Star Trek/Star Wars geeks 
hate his stuff since the characters are 
not strong-willed, one dimensional 
Captain Kirk clones, the plots don't 
revolve around galactic empires and 
neo-fascist space armadas, and the 
themes have little to do with quasi- 
mythological crap in which bogus 
Manichean battles are fought. 

Idiots. Idiots all. They have no idea 
what they're missing. 

(Ivan Lerner) 


WHO IS GEORGE PELECANOS 
AND WHY DO I HAVE TO 
WRITE ABOUT HIM? 

(all by Little, Brown & Co.) 

Saturday. I’m in an upscale bookstore. 
They've got a display table out front with 
a stand-up sign with a single word: 
NOIR. On the table there's a pile of 
books. A lot of them by this guy calling 
himself Pelecanos. George Pelecanos. 
Noir. What the hell kind of word is 
"noir," anyway? Some kind of damn 
French noun, that's what. Who needs 
it? What have the French ever done for 
anybody anyway including themselves? 

Fuck 'em. 

Now Pelecanos, that's something you 
can wrap your arms around. Nice Greek 
name, Pelecanos. George Pelecanos. | 
like that. 

But he wrote "noir" books so despite 
the masculine sound of his nom de 
plume I left his books on the table and 
walked out of the store. 

Sunday, the phone rings. It's my 
friend and editor in D.C. calling to ask 
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me to have a look at somebody or 
other's whole damn life's work worth of 
books. Turns out to be this very same 
George Pelecanos guy. A guy who 
writes "noir." 

| didn't have enough sense to say 
"no," and things kinda progressed from 
there. 

"Noir," in case you were wondering, 
is, in the literary world, crime fiction. 
Detective books. Hard-boiled. 
Nonsense like that. In my entire life, I’ve 
never had any use for the stuff. Boring. 
And stupid on top of that. 

But I'd already said “Yes,” hadn't I? 

And so, having zero idea as to what 
the hell l'd gotten myself into. | pitched 
right into it. Turns out George 
Pelecanos has written five novels to 
date. | picked the one he wrote first to 
read first. A FIRING OFFENCE (1992). 
I’m immediately transported into a very 
real world of crazed electronic sales- 
men, coke dealers, sleazy bars, beauti- 
ful women gone bad, guys with guns, 
and a whole demimonde of misan- 
thropes living their lives in the run-down, 
gritty, off-the tour map, nooks and cran- 
nies of our nation's capital. 

Cool shit. 

And a slam-bang welcome to the 
mean streets of the Nick Stefanos' mys- 
tery. Nick's the main man in case you 
didn't know. Drinks a lot. Fucks a lot. 
Occasionally shoots people dead, too. 
All told with such skill that after a while 
you quit feeling like you're reading a 
book and start feeling like you KNOW 
these people. That's character develop- 
ment my friends. As good as it gets. | 
don't ordinarily like fiction; but this book | 
liked. Liked it well enough to gulp down 
in one day. 

Burp. 

What else does this Pelecanos have? 
| wondered. Ok, here's number two in 
the fiction chronology: NICK'S TRIP. 
Nick, as in Nick Stefanos mystery. 
Again: Cool. Cool as in more of the 
same excellence. Without sounding 
tired or rehashed. The thing just 
CLICKS along. This too got devoured 
whole in less than twenty-four hours. 
That's two in two days. Never done that 
before. 


Lessee here, what's next? 
SHOEDOG, that's what. George's third 
effort. Mine too. But this one's not a 
Nick Stefanos whodunit so I’m kinda not 
too sure about what's gonna happen. 
Turns out | had no reason to worry. 
None at all. Pelecanos keeps things 
tight and clean without any help from his 
fictional alter-ego. And, among the tires 
squealing in the night, and the flickering 
neon in front of grimy little bars, and all 
the rest of it, a few shards of Nick's 
world flash like broken glass in a parking 
lot. Just a tiny little reminder as to the 
world you're really still in. Nice touch. 
This one too, | finished within twenty- 
four hours. Never EVER have | read 
three books in three days. Something is 
happening here but | don't know what it 
is. Do you, Mister Pelecanos? 

Number four on the list broke the 
chronological chain. Why did | do this? 
Go figure. THE BIG BLOWDOWN. It's 
not a Nick Stefanos tale. Fine with me. 
Two guys in post World War II pretend- 
ing they're gangsters and spending their 
money on flashy cars and clothes. One 
of them has trouble living with the fact 
that the Mob crippled him. The narrative 
smokes and things wind up with our 
reluctant hero going out in a blaze of 
glory. Again, excellent. My investiga- 
tion of this Pelecanos fella too was final- 
ly getting somewhere. | felt safe now in 
calling Dom and telling him not to worry, 
this Pelecanos can write. 

Last on the sheet was Pelecanos' 
fourth effort, DOWN BY THE RIVER 
WHERE THE DEAD MEN GO. Nice 
title, eh? And, as an extra bonus, it's 
another Nick Stefanos' mystery. Right. 
Nick certainly hadn't lost any of his edge 
since last we met. And the baleful glare 
of the District he inhabits certainly hadn't 
lost any of ITS edge either. In this one, 
Nick's investigating the death of a teen 
whose body he finds lying next to him on 
a riverbank upon awakening from an 
overnight drunk. Riveting. Something 
else | learned here about Pelecanos: 

He has a real knack for weaving fasci- 
nating tales from the flotsam and jetsam 
of bent and broken lives. 

Mind you, none of this is 
Shakespeare; but it kicks ass all the 


same. Kids, you'll never have to worry 
about your English teacher assigning 
you any of these novels. They're too 
much fun to read. English teachers hate 
fun; especially if it’s in the form of a 
book. The hell with your English 
teacher. 

Grown-up types, save any one of 
these jewels for a time when you've got 
TIME. Time to get to know some down 
and dirty characters and the neighbor- 
hoods they haunt. Good deeds and 
double crosses. People on the way up 
and people on the way out. 

From the looks of things, George 
seems to manage to knock out one of 
these books per annum. (Look for King 
Suckerman in August.) Based on his 
appearance in the jacket photographs, 
he's got a lot of good years ahead of 
him. Which suits me just fine. I'll be 
quite pleased to go on getting one good 
day out of three hundred and sixty-five 
at the hand of George Pelecanos for the 
duration. 

(James MacLaren) 


DEATHTRIPPING: THE 
CINEMA OF TRANSGRESSION 
Jack Sargeant 
(Creation Books) 
English Publishers Creation Books has 
been releasing a series of works on all 
that which is not mainstream in cinema. 
The three volumes in the series that I’ve 
perused (Fragments of Fear: An 
Illustrated History of British Horror Films; 
Killing for Culture: An Illustrated History 
of Death Film from Mondo to Snuff and 
Deathtripping) are “veddy, veddy British" 
and sound like they were written for a 
collegiate cinema class. Moreover, the 
proofreaders have not done their job. 
There tends to be sloppy spell-checking, 
and not just on difficult names or foreign 
film titles, but with the simplest of words 
and phrases. Those might be "little" 
mistakes but they tend to undermine the 
efforts of a business and literary 
endeavor already drawing fire from 
some quarters for its choice of subject 
matter. 

Possibly because it was the most diffi- 
cult topic to tackle, the first in the series | 
read, Deathtripping: The Cinema of 


Transgression, was also, unfortunately, 
the most obtuse. Still, the book is a fair- 
ly entertaining read and the provocative 
and often lubricous illustrations are 
alone worth the price of admission. 

Spearheaded by such infamous per- 
sonalities as Nick Zedd (who gave the 
“movement” it’s name), Richard Kern 
and Lydia Lunch and ably aided by folks 
from the underground like David 
Wojnarowicz, Joe Coleman and Karen 
Finley, transgressive cinema was a 
short-lived avant-garde cinematic cause 
celebre whose practitioners dedicated 
themselves to making the most disturb- 
ing and offensive movies possible. 
Though the putative movement was 
eventually to achieve world-wide notori- 
ety, there were really only a handful of 
films given life beyond the storyboard. 
All of which were intensely personal and 
very cheaply made, usually on Super 
8mm. Today, many of the transgressors 
are lost or hiding or refuse to talk. And 
many of their works are difficult, if not 
impossible, to find. 

So chronicling this movement is obvi- 
ously a daunting task and personally, | 
think Sargeant drifts too far into critical 
hyper-analysis. More importantly, the 
author’s over-exaggerated appraisals 
often result in stilted sentences and 
whole paragraphs like the following: 
“The woman in the film is a recognition 
of simulation and inauthenticity, the film 
thus depicts the destruction of a social 
construction of gender and femininity.” 
Well, yeah, okay. 

Most people | know like transgressive 
movies because they tend to be addled, 
nasty pieces of fun. Such studied prose, 
like that cited above, detracts from these 
films’ sleazy charms, their whole “Fuck- 
Film-School, Fuck-Everything, and 
Fuck-You!” aesthetic. Not that Sargeant 
is wrong in his assessments but | don’t 
know if | necessarily agree with his 
approach. | mean should a study of a 
subject be more scholarly and literate 
than the subject itself? 

Even Deathtripping’s interviews with 
the movements major figures, as enter- 
taining and informative as they are, fail 
in the final analysis, to fire our imagina- 
tions. For this, the reader is better 


served by David Wojnarowicz's Close to 
the Knives and Nick Zedd’s Totems of 
the Depraved. Or even by Mary 
Gaitskill’s novel Bad Behavior which has 
little to do with Zedd, Wojnarowicz, et al. 
but which successfully conveys the 
movement's endemic "groovy hate fuck 
vibe." 

(Ivan Lerner) 


THE BEACH 

Alex Garland 

(Riverhead/Putnam) 

In his introduction to Stephen King's 
Night Shift, John D. McDonald stated 
that writers read the work of others with 
grinding envy or weary contempt. So let 
me get this out of the way early: This 
one made me do a lot of grinding. 

The Beach is the offspring of some 
impressive literary antecedents. It's 
Heart Of Darkness with backpacks. It's 
Lord Of The Flies, buzzed on fine Thai 
weed. It's Lost Horizon, with Shangri-La 
moved down to sea level. It's Camus' 
The Stranger, on a different beach. 

More specifically, it’s the narrative of 
Richard (nobody has last names in this 
book), an Englishman in his early twen- 
ties who's traveling solo in Bangkok 
when he stops at a low-rent guest 
house. There, a neighbor known as 
Daffy - and later, Mr. Duck - slashes his 
wrists and leaves Richard a hand-drawn 
map to a legendary paradise known only 
to a few. Joined by a young French 
couple, Richard sets out in search of 
The Beach, lured by the promise of a 
tropical wilderness unspoiled by the 
ever-encroaching tourist trade.Paradise 
found: On a remote island whose higher 
altitudes sport a heavily-guarded mari- 
juana field, a multinational group of 
beach bums has set up housekeeping 
beside a lagoon hidden from both sea 
and air, and surrounded by the most 
user-friendly ecosystem since Eden. It 
provides for nearly every need, with the 
occasional excursion back to civilization 
for bulk rice, cigarettes, and batteries for 
the Nintendo Gameboy. Clearly not 
everyone is prepared to completely go 
native. And that's the problem. 

Garland is extremely canny with his 
choice of story elements. From the divi- 
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sions of labor, to Richard's habit of filter- 
ing real-world experience through the 
vocabulary and metaphors of video 
games and Vietnam war movies, to the 
post-mortem manifestations of Mr. Duck 
- who may or may not have an objective 
reality outside Richard's head - The 
Beach contains a liberal sprinkling of 
symbolism. In its three dozen or so resi- 
dents, a microcosm of Western society 
is present for those who choose to see 
it. For the rest, a ripping good postmod- 
ern adventure. 

Garland's ultimate questions: What 
price paradise, and how many people 
and how much conscience do you sacri- 
fice to keep what you have? The issue 
is forced by a spate of hard-luck inci- 
dents and eruptions of resentment that 
build into a cancer that metastasizes 
through the entire society. By the time 
several lives have been judged expend- 
able, to better preserve the status quo, 
the impact is devastating . . . in large 
part because Garland has taken the 
time to depict just how idyllic harmony 
can really be. 

At least one source has tagged Alex 
Garland as the new voice of the under- 
thirty generation. Well-intended praise, 
but utter crap. Even insulting. 
Garland's themes are too broad and uni- 
versal to be relegated to Gen-X angst. 
But then Joe Conrad's a better role 
model than Bret Easton Ellis any day. 
Fortunately this lesson, unlike paradise, 
won't be lost to the reader. 

(Brian Hodge) 


WHY PEOPLE BELIEVE WEIRD 
THINGS: PSEUDOSCIENCE, 
SUPERSTITION AND OTHER 
CONFUSIONS OF OUR TIME 
Michael Shermer 

(W.H. Freeman) 

Forget the Oprah effect. The local 
mega-chain knows what sells, especially 
in the summer time. Right now the dis- 
play tables scattered at strategic aisle 
locations throughout the store, hold 
stacks of books on UFOs and alien 
abductions. The hoopla over 50-year 
old events in Roswell, NM, and the sui- 
cide of more than 20 otherwise intelli- 
gent people in the Heaven's Gate cult, 


64 


increasing belief in astrology and psy- 
chic powers and pseudohistoric revision 
- all symptoms of millennial fever, and 
just possibly mortal man's unspoken 
need for a little mysticism, a little magic, 
in lives stretched near the breaking point 
by an increasingly teched-out world. As 
a science historian, Michael Shermer 
(author of Denying History) will tell you 
this is the same sort of fin de siecle 
behavior which has marked the passing 
of each century before our own. The 
only difference is, our technological 
sophistication now allows our fantastic, 
weird beliefs to be all that much weird- 
er.After an only slightly self-righteous 
forward by biologist and science writer 
Stephen Jay Gould on “The Positive 
Powers of Skepticism,” Shermer hits us 
with a great quote from Branislaw 
Malinowski: “Science is founded on the 
conviction that experience, effort, and 
reason are valid; magic on the belief that 
hope cannot fail nor desire deceive.” 

When we're kids, we all believe in 
magic. Growing older, we're supposed 
to learn through experience that thau- 
maturgy isn't really much more than 
wishful thinking. But for too many 
adults, science is all too often equated 
with magic, which is why New Age mys- 
ticism and other weirdness frequently 
come cloaked in scientific-sounding 
buzz-words. Add to this the human ten- 
dency to look for patterns - whether 
they're there or not - and to forget mis- 
takes and remember successes. (This 
is why "cold-reading" techniques work 
so well for mentalists and fortune-tellers. 
It also helps to subscribe to demograph- 
ic marketing journals, all the better to 
make good guesses based on your 
querent's age, gender, race, residence, 
etc.) 

"Weird things are like pornography," 
Shermer writes, "difficult to define but 
obvious when you see them." Some 
weird things can sound more reasonable 
than others, depending on who's doing 
the telling. One common approach is 
what Shermer calls the "Ad Ignorantiam" 
argument, the idea that if you can't dis- 
prove something, then it must be true. 
You can't prove Santa Claus doesn't 
exist, so he must be real. UFOs, cre- 


ationism and the fossil record, Satanic 
cults and recovered memories, any con- 
spiracy theory you can think of - 
chances are you've heard them support- 
ed by “Ad Ignorantiam” arguments. 

Another frequent factor is what 
Shermer calls a "feedback loop," where 
a weird belief builds to the level of hyste- 
ria. One of the best examples of this is 
the “witch crazes" that swept medieval 
England and, later, colonial America. 
The victims are typically the most pow- 
erless; in this case, women, the poor, 
and the retarded. Accusation of guilt is 
accepted as proof of guilt, and trying to 
deny said guilt is as good as admitting it. 
Those accused in turn implicate others, 
often with the accusers becoming the 
accused, and things build until virtually 
everyone is suspect. Eventually things 
die down as the innocent fight back and 
skeptics work incessantly to disprove 
the accusations. As Sherman demon- 
strates you can see feedback loops at 
work today in the recovered memory 
movement and Holocaust revisionists as 
well. 

Even the most rational of beliefs can 
spawn extremely weird behavior. 
Consider Ayn Rand's "Objectivism," the 
philosophy she espoused in The 
Fountainhead and Atlas Shrugged. We 
start with a perfectly reasonable philoso- 
phy of independence and self-reliance. 
The trouble starts when the believers 
get so caught up that they ascribe near- 
Godlike intelligence and morality to the 
philosopher. The result is a self- 
destructive "cult of personality." 

Shermer's arguments are logical and 
concise and not at all mean-spirited. In 
fact, he bends over backwards to pre- 
sent multiple sides of each issue, no 
matter how ridiculous it may seem. His 
chapters on Holocaust Revisionism and 
so-called "Creation Science" in particular 
are well-balanced, cleanly written and 
devastatingly valid. 

And just in case you were thinking 
about starting your own fringe group, 
Shermer provides an outline. First, he 
tells us, concentrate on your opponent's 
weak spot, then exploit any and all 
errors you can find in their arguments, 
but never say anything that can pin you 


down about your own premises. Speak 
loudly and use lots of out-of-context 
quotations from famous mainstream fig- 
ures. Focus on what is not known and 
ignore what is know. Be subjective 
about your data. And no matter what, 
keep your theories, beliefs, hypotheses, 
what have you, simple and accusatory 
e.g. "It's not your fault you didn't get that 
job; it’s a conspiracy/the planets were 
aligned against you/your bio-rhythms 
were out of synch." Anything can sound 
plausible to someone looking for an 
excuse. If you present it in the right con- 
text. 

(Charlene L. Brusso) 


WHERE THE GIRLS ARE: 
GROWING UP FEMALE WITH 
THE MASS MEDIA 

Susan J. Douglas 

(Times Books) 

The older | get, the more | notice annoy- 
ing details. Like how all the female vil- 
lains (stepmothers and sisters, PMS'd 
queens, pretenders to various thrones) 
in Disney movies are all post- 
menopausal and dog-ugly. And often - 
like Ursula in The Little Mermaid - gross- 
ly fat. Not to mention those embarrass- 
ing tentacles . . .Such blatant stereotyp- 
ing didn't bother me as a child; | just 
wanted to watch as many of those 
movies and tv shows as possible. It did 
annoy me that the good action roles 
were taken by male characters, but 
when I played with my friends we simply 
changed their gender to suit ourselves. 
It drove the neighborhood boys crazy. 

So when | began reading Where The 
Girls Are, a feminist analysis of cultural 
icons of the sixties and seventies, | was 
like, “So what?" For one thing, | stopped 
watching the tube about twenty years 
ago. Was the message going to be how 
the culture and the media conspire to 
turn healthy innocent little girls into 
greedy, competitive, backbiting, narcis- 
sistic, spendthrift consumers? Gosh, 
quelle surprise. 

Well, it wasn't that exactly. Actually 
what they turn us into is quivering 
ambivilophrenics. Like that? | made it 
up. 
Douglas examines the ways tv shows, 


advertisements, the news media, and 
popular songs convey contradictory 
images to girls and women. The school- 
girl of the early sixties was told she was 
“a member of a new, privileged genera- 
tion" with unlimited opportunities. That 
she should, like the boys, "study hard, 
make something of yourself, and extend 
democracy throughout the world." Don't 
let Sputnik triumph! Simultaneously, 
shows like Gidget, Bewitched, | Dream 
of Jeannie, and The Patty Duke Show 
variously advised female viewers: 
"Pursue a career. No wait. Stay home 
and diet so HE will want you. Assert 
your independence. Ask him out. 

Hmm. On second thought, don't rock 
the boat. Defer to men. Maybe they 
aren't that smart, but never let them 
know you know it. But work hard. Oh - 
er, at being nice." No wonder centuries 
of female anger reached meltdown 
shortly thereafter. The last straw was all 
those sixties sitcoms. 

But first, the girl groups. In "Why the 
Shirelles Mattered," Douglas contends 
that popular female singers like the 
Shirelles, the Ronettes, and the Chiffons 
were telling girls to "take up a previously 
male prerogative - to be active agents 
of their own love lives and to go out and 
court the boys." She admits "boy 
chasers" were still viewed with derision 
in the real world, but at least someone 
had broached the subject. Often the 
group itself was ambiguous, the lead 
singer taking one position, the backup 
singers exhorting her to do the opposite. 
Ambiguity ruled! In a weaker argument, 
Douglas also insists that "even in songs 
about female victimization and helpless- 
ness, the beat and the euphoria put the 
lie to the lyrics by getting the girl out on 
the dance floor, moving on her own, 
doing what she liked, displaying herself 
sexually, getting ready for bigger and 
better things." Say what? Something 
really revolutionary, like stealing some- 
body's boyfriend? 

The author's least convincing theory 
here is that American girls' reaction to 
the Beatles was a sign of impending 
female revolution: "... girls congregat- 
ed in packs, in swarms... united in a 
determined, shared cause .. . wantonly 


jettisoned social conventions about 
female decorum by screaming, jumping 
up and down, even fainting in public . . . 
yelled “I love you" . . . actively chased 
these boys out on the streets . . ." 
Hailed by Douglas and others as "the 
first mass outburst to feature women," 
she conveniently overlooks the fact that 
gangs of screaming, fainting, crying girls 
reacted similarly to Frank Sinatra 
decades earlier. Female Beatles' fans 
didn't have a premonition of the ERA. 
They were hoping to be seen and cho- 
sen as willing slaves. The "shared 
cause" would have been history, pronto, 
if a few had been singled out for that 
particular honor. 

Douglas states her case better when 
she sticks to film. Movies like Breakfast 
at Tiffany's had a more complex mes- 
sage: that there was another life that 
had nothing to do with diapers and spit- 
up and tuna casseroles; that there were 
women somewhere who - like Holly 
Golightly - had control over their lives. 
That Holly was in reality Lulamae 
Barnes, a hillbilly on the lam from the 
sticks, was even better. Perhaps it was 
possible to be Audrey Hepburn, live sin- 
gle on caviar and champagne, and have 
George Peppard, too! 

And tv? Well, there was Hawaiian 
Eye. Cricket Blade was no Audrey 
Hepburn, but she got to be a photogra- 
pher, sing in nightclubs, flirt with hand- 
some co-stars, even help solve cases. 
She was independent. How did she get 
away with it? By being "zany" and 
"perky." Perky was big back then, 
Gidget, Patty Duke, and Cricket et al. 
bubbled audibly, like human coffee 
machines. They existed because adver- 
tisers and producers discovered that 
teenage girls had disposable income 
from babysitting and burger-slinging. 
How better to titillate an otherwise pow- 
erless audience than to offer power vic- 
ariously, through impossible role mod- 
els. Still, all those white guys in skinny 
ties were clearly not comfortable with 
the idea of females actually working or 
talking back or initiating relationships, so 
they came up with a cover: Perkiness. 
If the woman in question was actually a 
young, cute, perky-as-hell girl, well, a lit- 
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tle lip and some zany antics could be 
overlooked. Later she could grow up 
and settle down and have kids. 

But the older the female figures got on 
Sixties and seventies tv, the less clear 
roles became. In "The Rise of the 
Bionic Bimbo" Douglas scrutinizes 
Police Woman, Charlie's Angels, and 
Mary Tyler Moore (don't ask.) 
Commercials further muddied the 
waters. Women were caring nurturers, 
devastated by their inability to get floors, 
shirt collars, or babies' behinds clean 
enough. Except when they were apron- 
clad strippers like the dancing twit in the 
old Enjoli perfume ad who could "bring 
home the bacon, fry it up in the pan... 
and never let you forget you're a man?" 
Such drivel should have left viewers 
wondering, when they stopped gagging 
like furball-afflicted cats, exactly why 
men might need to be reminded of their 
gender, anyway. Short-term memory 
problem? Instead, years of just such 
audio-visual behavior modification drove 
the last three generations of women to 
expensive psychotherapy and cosmetic 
makeovers, sometimes simultaneously. 

Latter chapters ("Throwing Out Our 
Bras,” "The ERA as Catfight”) deal with 
the media’s sleazy treatment of the 
women’s liberation movement. Both 
print and broadcast media dichotomized 
the movement into two camps that still 
haunt us today: “Good Feminists” and 
“Bad Feminists”. It's easy to tell them 
apart. Good feminists, like Gloria 
Steinem, look like Cosmo cover girls 
and get a date whenever they want. 
Bad feminists, like Kate Millet and Bella 
Abzug and Betty Friedan, look more like 
Cruella DeVille, or the wicked Queen, or 
Ursula the Octopus. Hmmm... 

Douglas goes all-out as hard-hitting 
historian in this section, losing her glow- 
ing, golden-oldies tone - her perkiness, if 
you will. She takes the media to task as 
methodically s, gee, any man. By the 
end of the rout, it's pretty clear why so 
many women have mixed feeling about 
feminism today. And it has less to do 
with the movement itself than with 
Walter Cronkite and Harry Reasoner. 

Where The Girls Are is uneven. The 
tone careens like Lucille Ball on roller 
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skates between serious historical study 
and nostalgic biography. Douglas 
allows her like (the Beatles, perky tv 
actresses) and dislikes (Lyndon 
Johnson, cellulite-reducing creams) to 
become repetitive. | hate my thighs too, 
but | hope | don't mention them as often 
Douglas does hers. She also makes 
some questionable, general pronounce- 
ments that are hard to swallow. And 
conveniently overlooks some pretty 
obvious things. That girls chased male 
celebrities for eons before the Beatles 
arrived. That male villains are often por- 
trayed as fat "grotesques," too. (Sidney 
Greenstreet and Jabba the Hut come 
immediately to mind. And how come the 
ACLU never complains that most Disney 
villains have English accents, even 
when they're African lions?) 

Anyway, it's an entertaining read, 
especially if you grew up with hula- 
hoops, bomb shelters, or Danny 
Partridge. Life wasn't all fun and games 
back then, you know. 

(Lenore Hart) 


THE CONVULSION FACTORY 
Brian Hodge 

(Silver Salamander Press) 

This is the first (with more promised) col- 
lection of short stories by a popular 
young author of several novels in the 
horror and dark suspense genre. 
Although his novels (Nightlife, The 
Darker Saints) have been well-received 
critically, Hodge has yet to have a pub- 
lisher get behind his work and allow him 
to "transcend the genre" and break 
through to the mainstream. Yet if 
enough people pay attention to his short 
fiction, he might just do it on the strength 
of the aptly titled The Convulsion 
Factory. 

This is dark fiction so numbing cold 
and cutting edge you better hold onto 
your ass with your free hand as it all but 
sucks you into the author's pitch black 
hole of nihilism and despair. 

As Hodge explains in a series of brief 
afterwards obliquely explaining the ori- 
gin of each of the dozen tales, a theme 
was decided early before loading the 
chambers: "urban corrosion." Added to 
this the slow, ever more toxic demise of 


Hodge's characters mirroring that acid- 
bitten reality of his urban landscapes: 
lost, jaded individuals who seem but one 
day away from blowing their own wasted 
lives away. Yet, like the rest of us, are 
still hoping this day will somehow be dif- 
ferent, if not better, from all the others 
before and yet to come. 

In "Godflesh," a sex addict goes to the 
ultimate degree of body modification to 
achieve kicks her body may not survive 
to enjoy more than once. "Cancer 
Causes Rats" is a massively cynical 
exploration of the symbiotic relationship 
between a female TV reporter and a ser- 
ial killer who just may be possessed of 
supernatural powers. 

Two of the most powerful - perhaps 
because the author allows a drop or two 
of human kindness to flow through the 
characters' veins - messages in the 
wasteland are "Mostly Cloudy, Chance 
of Kurt" and "Extinctions in Paradise." 
The former is a believably grim love 
story that at least ends on a ray of hope 
forthcoming, while the latter deals with 
homeless children (who may or may not 
be afflicted with lycanthropy) in poverty- 
stricken Argentina. All the stories are 
effectively colorful, but none are remote- 
ly pretty. 

The fact that Hodge admits both sto- 
ries were based on real-life incidents 
(the suicide of Kurt Cobain and the orga- 
nized killing of street kids in South 
America) target how the author best 
expresses pain fictionally when some- 
thing hurts him in the heart or in the 
head in reality. 

Trust me - The Convulsion Factory is 
not one of those "horror" collections 
which should be read through at one sit- 
ting. There are no simple "entertain- 
ments" or cheap grabs for the throat to 
be found here. Hodge is deadly serious 
about presenting a world where the 
worst punishment is the mere fact that 
you are aware you will probably live to 
see another day. This writer knows 
where the sad people, the bad people, 
and the made people live. Don't read 
this alone or on a cloudy day if you think 
you might secretly be one of the above. 
(Stanley Wiater) 
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Buon giorno, my wayward children. We will begin 
this issue's column with an explanation of why a 
Sicilian Pope is now at the helm. Well, the man 
whose picture appears here was, how shall we say, 


made an offer he couldn't refuse. You see, infants, he 
owed the Pope molte money. Molte, molte money. 
And he could not pay. So he had to leave. Where is 
he? He is safe. He is resting. On my poor, small 
island we would say “He sleeps with the fishes." 
Enough. I have much to tell you . . . Our friends at 
Something Weird Video continue with the amazing 
series they call SEXY SHOCKERS FROM THE 
VAULT. The caretaker is Frank Henenlotter, the 
addled auteur behind the films Basket Case and 
Frankenhooker and he has unearthed some real gems. 
Like Kiss of her Flesh the final installment in 
Michael Findlay's Flesh Trilogy. Words fail his 
Holiness in attempting to describe the vile goings-on. 
Sinful Methodist women are attacked and killed in 
various ways that He must admit are richly deserved: 
poisoned semen, acid douche, lobster claws. Truly, 
the spirit of Torquemada infuses every cell of this 
loathsome effort. There is also The Playgirls & The 
Vampire, one of the last priapic-inducing efforts of 
the Golden Age of Italian Horror and Night Owl a 
sanguinary underground American vampire film with 
transvestite comic John Leguizamo. ($20 per feature 
plus mailing to Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133) . . .In 
Sicily there is nothing. Save for Holy Mother Church 


and vino. No coasters with the roll or the bump-them 
cars. In the United States of Apostasy there is much 
of this. The impenitent Quaker state of Pennsylvania 
alone has dozens of these fun machines. Ah, 
America with the parks of amusement on seemingly 
every corner. And now there is a monthly guide to all 
the latest developments of this, all over the world, but 
especially the states, INSIDE TRACK. Every issue 
stuffed like the sardina can with pictures and stories 
of dark rides and the scream machines and the slides 
with water. Plus ratings to let you know what is the 
best. To eat and to ride and to get wet. ($20 to Box 
7956, Newark, DE 19714-7956) . . .From the effemi- 
nate Episcopal nation of England there is a black box 
of what they call Gothic music. Six of the compact 
discs suffuza with the shriek of the mutilated, the 
cries of the banshees. Sex Gang Children, Alien Sex 
Fiend, Bauhaus and dozens and dozens more. E 
nomine VAMPIRES and is available, He has been 
informed, at most satanic book and record parlors. 
Your Pope has made much study of this musical phe- 
nomenon and must admit this is, how you say, defini- 
tive. And He must also say these children of the 
night make dolce, dolce music. Catholics are advised 
to make an act of contrition of five Hail Marys and 
six Our Fathers after purchase . . . Before leaving the 
land where men enjoy having their buttocks lashed 
with birches, He would tell you of the import-only 
Jam box set, DIRECTION REACTION CRE- 


ATION. Celebrated and reviled in their own country 
for having the testicles to improve upon the forms 
pioneered by the doltish Who, this five disc set con- 
tains 117 digitally remastered tracks and 22 previous- 


THE STORY OF HOT-BLOODED MARIA... 


WHO ALWAYS GETS HER MAN, 
AFTER MAN, AFTER MAN! 


ADULTS ONLY 


ly unreleased recordings. Plus a fabuloso thick book- 
let chronicling Modfather Paul Weller and company’s 
manful attempts to bring melody, literacy and disci- 
pline to the anti-Christo punk movement. If the 
windmilling Townsend had possessed the Weller 
instead of the histrionic, curly-haired, muscle-bound 
Daltry there might have been no need for this . . . 
Madre de Dio! Was the self-proclaimed “World’s 
Hairiest Woman" not so ashamed with His comments 
in the last issue that she would cease publication of 
HAIR TO STAY, a magazine celebrating hirsute 
women? Apparently not. She has expanded her cov- 
erage and, Fra Angelico! added color photos. Why 
does she insist on torturing your Holiness so? There 
is no hair on the face but everywhere else on these 
beautiful creatures. Rudolpho my amanuensis laughs 
because he knows that I find this even more alluring 
than his chicks-with-dicks magazines. I ask you, for 
the love of God, to write to Winter Publishing at Box 
80667, Dartmouth, MA 02748 (do not send $12 for a 
single issue or $40 for a four issue subscription) and 
tell her how many sleepless nights she has caused 


your spiritual leader. Maybe then she will stop. Or at 
least send Him the negatives . . .There is so much the 
Psychotronic of Michael Weldon does not tell us. 
Like whether the films are good. That is why we 
read the Brutarian. But for foreign 
trash we must go to Asian Trash 
Cinema (the new issue will have an 
article by truth-teller Oliver Stone) 
and EUROPEAN TRASH CINE- 
MA or ETC for those with short 
memories. The latest installment is 
a double issue with smaller print 
but it is still que bella. Begin with 
the brilliant dissection of the 
excommunicated Dario Argento's 
latest film and then dip in any- 
where. Dozens of intellgente 
reviews, an interview with Italian 
Catholic Erika Blanc, a guide to 
recent soundtrack releases and pub- 
lications of note, e molte, molte 
more. Lavishly illustrated con rare 
stills e poster art this is essential 
reading for the serioso depravadi. 
($20 for four issues to ETC, Box 
5367, Kingwood, TX 77325) .. 
.Finalimente there is a magazine 
calling itself BIZARRE a journal 
devoted to all that is nauseating and 
unholy. Articles on vampires and 
ultimate fighting and true stories of 
terrible strangeness and general depravity. Plus 
guides to weird beers, cyber-sites, non-Catholic 
women to avoid and addresses to which to send your 
lira for books and records and things which would 
curl the hair of my Legion of Decency if they still 
had any. Providing their hearts would not have 
already stopped from viewing the hundreds of full 
color illustrations of blood and breasts and diseases 
and sickness. He must ask you not to buy but as 
Ovid tells us: nitimur in vetitum semper, cupimusque 
negata (“we are always striving for what is forbidden, 
and desiring what is denied us.”); thus the Pope feels 
it would be stupido not to leave you with the where- 
abouts of the practitioners of such foolishness ($19 
for subscription to Bizarre, Box 754, Manhasset, NY 
11030-0754) . . . Oh yes, He would also be remiss in 
not advising His children to pick up the latest issue of 
SWANK which in addition to having the pictures of 
American women with no clothes and their legs over 
their heads like Bugs Bunny has the definitivo profile 
of intemperate rock heathens GWAR by Brutarian 
contributor Holli Osher . . . 
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